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PREFACE. 



TO thofe who jmJge of ctramatic merit &tnn- 
the Greek models, the rules of French cri- 
tics, or the examples of modem vnken, a juftifi-' 
cation of the following' piece would ht attempted 
in vain. They would call it 'a iHdtley pfetW*' - 
mance, deficient in almoft eveiy attide, v^hich 
cotiflitutes a true and proper tragedy, if the 
author were to alledge, that he never meant to 
eompofe a trs^edy, according to their accep- 
tation of the word, but that his intention wa» 
to fill up a pifture c£ real life, in a certain given 
time, the outlines of which were taken hntn 
hiftorical &£h, his reafon would be deoned 
nnfatisfitd^ory, 

Regardlefs of the end propofed, they wonlcl 
continue to exclaim^ that the unities were neg- 
Icfled, that the grave was intermingled with the 
ludicrous, that the hufinefs of the 'drania fre- 
quently itood flitl : that the dialogue was too 
familiar, and the metre little better than mea- 
sured profe. 

How 
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ii PREFACE. 

How far fome of thefe ohjeaions may be 
valid, and how many more might, perhaps, with 
reafon fae urged againll particular paflages, the 
author will not determine. The force of others 
of them he would endeavour to diminiih, by 
anfwering, that they militate equally againfl: 
human Itfe itfelf j and that while he fliouTd be 
fony to have this denominated an artificial 
poem, he would flatter himfelf, it cannot be 
juAly thought an unnatural one. 

Dr. Johnfon indeed, in the preface to his 
edition of Shakefpeare, feems to have fufEciently 
vindicated this particular fpecies of writing, to 
which, thofe who pleafe, may (inftead of tragedy) 
j^ve the more fimple name of hidory. Neither 
are there wanting many good judges of compo- 
fition, who wifh that the lefs ftudied diftion, and 
more plain and level metre of the fchool of that 
immortal poet (which feems to have ended with 
Southern), had been continued to the prefenC 
time. Even this performance, with all its im- 
puted irregularities and deficiencies, will, per- 
haps, be preferred by them, to thofe tranflated 
tragedies or imitations, which of late years have, 
. through novelty, lived their nine nights on the 
ftage, and been damned for ever after in the 
clofet : tho they had been correfted and meta- 
morphofed by managers, calculated to afford to 
favourite aftors or aftreffcs opportunities of Alin- 
ing, and curtailed by lord chamberlains. 

Adi. 
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PREFACE. iii 

A diverfification of charafters hatb been at- 
tempted in this piece ; and to give to every charac- 
ter the mode of fentiment and expreffion pecu- 
liarly fuited to it. It is not at all difficult for a man 
a very middling genius, to contrive a regular 
plot, to pen down a certain number of founding 
lines ; and tho his dramatis perfona: are diftin- 
guiflied by particular names, . to put his own 
fentiments in their mouths throughout five a£ls. 
Had the author been folicitous of adapting his 
plan to the ftage, or wifhed to conciliate the fa- - 
vour of the indifcriminating multitude, he might 
probably have followed the fame method. 

However it may appear to us, when we are 
reading, no fmall attention is requifite in written 
dialogue of any kind, for an author entirely 
to caft off felf. This was the charafteriftic ^ 
Shakefpeare; and perhaps after all, the author 
of this play hath deceived himfelf, and it may 
with reafon be applied to him. 

Siidet ntaltum frufirdq: laboret 

Avfui idm. 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 



SCENE I. Ram. 

Valerius, Lucretius. 

fat. ^n\ rE can but weep the ruin of our country, 
' ' Whh all good men ; and &k1 do remedy ; 
The evil is too rank, Lucretius, 
To admit a cure. OppntTion fpreads its bane, 
And taints the general air, fcarce are our fouls 
Ourown, much lefs our words. The fccrct curie 
Is frequent, offer'd up to all the gods 
The midnight filcnt deprecation calls 
For vengeance on the pimid, the impious Tarqii in. 
' But in the day each wears the Face of loyalty. 
Nor dares, fo jealous are thefe groveling times. 
E'en in his brother's bofom pour that anguifli 
Which ulcerating preys upon his heart. 

B How 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

How we have dared commuBicate our thoughts. 
To mc is caufe of wonder. 

Had I not 
Long marked thee, O Valerius, noblell Roman, 
Amid thefe worft of times immoveable 
In honour's Heady courfe, invariably 
Upright and jufl, in thy domeftic life 
Untainted too, I would not thus have open'd 
My inmofl bread, or given the palling wind 
An opportunity to bear my words 
On its licentious wing to the tyrant's ear. 
A mutual confidence henceforth be ours. 
Scarcely can I cxprefs with what abhorrence 
I look upon this monder of a man. 
Scan the whole catalogue of horrid crimes, 
And if you find one he hath not committed, 
I will retra£l my words, and call him virtuou;. 
To gain his wife his brother firft he poifon'd ; 
To gain the crown mod rufSan-Iike alTauIted 
With facrikgioiis hand the good old king, 
By marriage bonds his father : I beheld hint 
Thrown from the fenate-houfe, his aged limbs 
Bruifed by the fitnly pavement, his white locks, 
Which from the lawtefs robber would have gain'd 
Refpe£l and veneration, wildly fcatter'd 
Over his face, defiled with clotted gore ; 
Raifed from the ground with utmoft difficulty. 
And tottering toward his home, he met his death. 
Still did infatiate cnielty purfue 

His . 
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■ LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 3 

His breathlefs corfe, denied the common rites 
Of burial ; all men {Inick with honor, fhunn'd 
The accurfed (pot : yet then his favagc wife 
Drunk with hot draughts of empire, or poffcfs'd 
By the infernal furies, every tie 
Of human nature call afide, drove on 
High in her ll:\tely chariot, and impeU'd 
Th« affrighted horfes o'er him where he lay, 
O'er the dead body of her murdcr'd parent. 

Luc. Had rumour brought the fa<^, as perpetrated 
In any foreign country, my belief 
Would have rebell'd. I marvel that the fun 
Tum'd not his courfe, as at the inhimum feaft 
Of Grecian Atreus: ever to reflection 
As the deed rifes in its native hue, 
My blood runs cold. No wonder if hb throne 
Founded by means like thefe, fhould be fupported 
By the fame means. .Hence in what copious 

ftreams 
Hath flow'd the blood of princely fenators! 
Thdr crime was worth or riches ^ hath he fpared 
On^ but whom abfolute neceflity 
Compell'd, or mean opinion of his faculties 
Suif«r'd to live } 

Val. To this, his cruel policy 

He adds fuperior talents; with a foul 
That penetrates mankind, he bears conjoin'd 
The fiery fpirit of the warrior God. 
Talents by virtue guided^ which might plaoe him 
B 2 Among 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

Among the firll of kings, but now ferve only 
To make him bold and refolute in vice. 
And what is woife, create an awe, a dread. 
On which, as on a bafe not to be Ihaken, 
Stands fix'd high-towering tyralmy. 

Yet we 
Need not compIaiQ : us he hath fpared ; and mc 
While "gainft the Ankats he wages wnTi 
Id trail exalted to be governor 
Of this fair city ; of imperial Rome. 
Indeed, werelife alone to be eneem'd. 
We Oiould not murmur ; but to breathe the air. 
To walk about at large, eat when we pleaTe, 
Sleep at our will i this is not life— the beaft 
Upon the mountain leads a life like this. 
When I'm fo felfilh as to center all 
My fenfe of pleafure here, when I cad off 
Tender humanity, which feels, as relative 
To all the members of fociety, 
Joy or affli^ion, may I then be curfed 
With fuch a life as this, 

Didli thou remember 
Among the fenators by Tarquln flain, 
The name of Marcus Junius ? 

Well I knew him j 
But what of him? 

Oh ! He was placed above 
The ftrain of men; his many virtues made him 
Refpeded as a god by the fons of Rome ; 

His 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 5 

His aa:eftocs came hither with Mneas 

From flaming Troy, the valour of his race, 

The heroic ardor which inflames the breafl 

Of confcious greatnefs, and uplifts mankind 

To fomeihiog of divinity, dwelt in him. 

He was a man, that had he Tcaped the wreck 

Of thofe tempelluous days, would ne'er hays 

fufFer'd 
Gigantic tyranny to take fuch {Iridcs. 
At kail fome check he would have been, fome 

Upon the mouth of headftroi^ appetite, 
And wild ambition. This our Tarquin knew : 
And at the fame time looking with an eye 
Of grecdinefs upon his large pofleiBons, fern 
And flew him and his elder fon, a youth 
Of gracious hopes ; the younger being abfoit 
Efcaped the ruin. 

And now dwells with Tarquin, 
Lucius, the fool, the laughing-ilock oi the court : 
Whom the young princes always carry with them 
To aid their fport and jocund merriment ; 
The butt, at which th^ (hoot their fliafts of wit ; 
Whofe paucity of fenfe, and mode uncouth. 
Auk ward and btundeting, hath defer vedly 

Got him the name of Brutus 'But why wafte 

Our talk onithis fame ideot i 

Solve the queftion ; 
I did but hint him, Ipeaking of his father. 

Fal, 



.:h;G00g\lZ 



6 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

Fal. Indeed, why talk at all, when all muft end, 
As bootlefs as b^n ? — There is a bound 
Whidi checks, they fay, all evils in their courfe, 
And good enfues. — Our evils know no change; 
Nor have they this cxtremell limit reach'd. 
Tho to be ftil! in movement of progreflion, 
Is pan belief. — ^Yet there's no chance in natore. 
No poffibility of alteration. 
No man alive to aim at alteration : 
And his three fons, Titus, and Amns, Sextni, 
All equal to their father in ability. 
Beyond, if poffible, in the black deeds 
Of villainy, of luft, and treachery. 
Are three firm pillars added to the pile 
Which threats to Hand forages. Oh! thefe thoughts 
Are capable to banifli moderation 
From the prepared breafl, and make the wife 
Turn fools and madmen. 

Lac. Let us drop the fubje£l. 

Who knows the fecrets of avenging Jove ? 
Perhaps though we, fliort-fight«l as wc are, 
Think liberty bound in eternal thraldom, 
Hiscounfels otherwife decree: e'en now 
Haply the dread events are buriling forth, ■ 
Like lightning from the gloomy firmament. 
To fweep this race of hell-hounds from the earth. 

Val. What may be, III not fay ; but hope long fincc 
Hath ceafedwith me to wear her fangulne hue. 
Why fliould free agents e'en on Jove depend, 

To 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 7 

To fway the will he gave f — Man rules himfelf— 
His own fate's arbiter. — ^Though o'er thefc timei 
Broods defpcration, (hall we not beneath 
Her wings immew'd, this galling, tempting thente 
Again revive i — Words cannot pluck the thorn. 
But foothcthe fmart. — Farewell — I'll tomy houfe; 
Whither if in the evening thou wilt come. 
Still on a genuine Roman citizen 
My Lares fmile. 

I would attend unbidden. 
But thy inviting voice (hould charm me thither. 
Spite of difeafe or pain. At evening clofe 
I come; then farewel. [^Exeunt' 



SCENE II. TkeCamp before Ardea. 

Titus, Aruhs. 

Is Aruns fad ? wears he a gloomy brow ? 

He doth, and ftranger, cannot guefs the cauJc, 

Unlefs 'tis living in inaction thus. 

TTiefe Ardeats fit behind their walls, or fight 

At intervals, when the mad fit invades them. 

How can our father bear their petty failles ? 

Why doth he ndt attack the neft at once 

With fire andfword, and roufeup all thefwarm? 

Not thus he triumph 'd o'er the warlike Sabines, 

Not thus he ^refted from the Volfct's hands 

SuefTa Pometia, with whofe glorious fpoilt 

Th« 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

The temple rofe to Capitolian Jove. 
TTioughhad he a&'d of me, the glittering ore 
Had been applied to buiid a different lane. 
Moftfinnly I believe thee, well I know- 
To what divinity thou wouldll have rear'd 
Thy golden altars. 

Aye, and wifely too. 
Pleafure's my deity, my Jupiter, 
My Juno, and Minerva. Titus too. 
If I miftake not, is no Atheift there. 
But wotfhips with as warm enthufiafm 
As any votary of them all; 'tis true 
He wears a graver brow, and commits fin 
With a more ferious philofophic face. 
There's all tbediftereDce between <ne and thee, 
A touch of feature only, in our hearts 
We are moft «or<JbaUy alike. 

Alike! 
Why now indeed thy airy fpirits dance, 
Sparkling in either eye ; but when I met thee, 
What wert thou then ? Inwrapp'd in difcontent. 
What wilt ihou be anon ? Chiding at ftraws 
For lying in thy path ; then quick, by the fparks 
Of angry palTion, kindled into flame ; 
StiQvaryinglike the wind. — Thy heart like mine! 
When didft thou find my tkittifh temper Hart, 
And fly like thine from one to the other fide ? 
Well, be it fo, heaven fpeed us both 1 But Sextus ! 
I envy that fame Sextus ; for bis genius 

Soars 



Digilis^byGOO^Ie 



LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 9 

Soars o'er iis both, and robs us of our birthright. 
Not that I think, we halt behind him much 
In our intentions ; but at leaft good luck 
Befriends him farther, one would fwear he kept 
Fortune in pay, and that the blind-eyed goddefs 
Accepted bribes from him. There's not a woman 
He looks on with defire but he pofTefles ; 
He fays but to an enemy. Fait down, 
And down he falls; Hah ! fayll thou, is he not 
A fon of Tarquin, and a glorious villain ? 

Tit. Glorious I grant, but not a villain, Aruns. 
That name may fuit indeed a'vulgar mouth, 
A tradefman talking- of his brother knave ; 
But rank and ftation fanftify men's deeds ; 
A king fuccefsful cannot be a tyrant. 
Nor a king's fon deferve a title lefs 
Than that of prince. 

^r. Thou reafon'ft well, by Mars ! 

_, When I want oracles to be delivered, 
I need not go to Delphos. — Out ! Alas! 
My blood's again obftniaed, and I feel 
A pain here in my head, or in my heart, 
A fort of creeping kind of lethargy- 
Arc you e'er feiz'd thus? Hah! here comes my 
antidote. 

Tit. Bruttis ! taie ; he's a doftor for the fpleen. 

You mention'd Delphos; whenwetwowentthither 
Through the unknown feas of Greece, fcnt by our 
&ther 

C To 
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To enquire the meaning of the prodigy. 
The fnake portentous, which with dreadful creft 
Appearing in his palace hifs'd aloud 
A direful omen ■ Brutus then went with us. 
Oh ! I remember well the precious fccnes 
Of folly which he aded. When we gave 
Rich prefents to the God ; he oSer'd him 
A walking ftick ; as if the god would walk, 
And take the air, but that the god was lame. 
Coming from out the temple, gazing back, 
As loath to leave a place fo'finc, he fell 
Over the thrclhold, and plough 'd up the ground, 
, Fixing his face in the eanh. 
Ar. You may remember 

The oracle too faid, that he fliould b^r 
Chief fway in Rome, who firft Oiould kifs his 

mother. 
When we came home, both at one time we klf&d 

her. 
In that I think we are at lead before 
Our brother Sextus, jointly we reign 
After our father. 

Enter Brutus. 

Til. Brutus, where fo fad f 

Br. Pray, my Lords, ftc^ me not ; I'm fent to you 

On fpecial ordinance from the king ; farewel, 

I mutt return again. • 
Ar. But wert thou fent 

On!} 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. ii 

Only to fee us ? Tell the king our father 
We're in good health ; we thank him forthemeflage 
Which thou hafl well reraember'd to deliver. 

Br. Oh ! my good Lord, I had forgot indeed. 
But' in the multitude of public cares 
And daily bufmefs — if my memory fails 
A little — 'tis no wonder. 

Ar, True — but fay 

What wilt thou give me for a recipe 
To ffiarpen memory ? From the Sibyl's books 
Have I tranfcribed it ; 'tis infallible. 

Br. What will I give !— Ten acres of my land. 

Ar^ Thy land ! where lies it ? 

Br. Afk the king, my coufin i 

He knows full well : I thank him, he's my llcward, 
And takes the trouble off my hands. 

Tit. Who toW thee fo ( 

Br. The king himfelf. — Now twenty years are paft, 
And more, when he fent for me from the farm 
Where I had lived fome time ftiidying phJlofbphy, 
And fuch like ferious matters. 

Tit. Noble fophift, 

I bend with the profoundefl admiration 
Of thy rare, hidden knowledge. 

Br. Yes, yes, all men 

Muft grant that I have no fmall fmattering. ■ 
But where was I ? Oh — Kinfman, fays the king, 
Says he, and fmiled moft gracioufly upon me, 
For deeds of blackell and mofl treafonous nature, 
C2 Thy 
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12 LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

Thy father and thy brother were accufed of, 
They've paid the forfeit with their lives : for thee. 
Who knew'ft not of their crimeS) as I love mercy, 
Nof take delight in wanton deeds of cruelty, 
Live and be happy ; the ingenuous heart. 
And limple manners fpeaking in thy fac e ■ 

At. Aye, 'tis a fimple manncrs-fpeaking face. 

Bt. Nay, Ls it right to interrupt me thus \ 

Ar, Pardon, moft noble Brutus. 

Br. Thefe thy qualities, 

Promife, fays he, thou ne'er wih form a plot 
Of damn 'd confpiracy againll thy fovereign — 

Tit, Indeed for that, I'll be thy bondfman, Brutus. 

Br, Live in my houfe, companion of my children. 
As for thy bnd, to eafe thee of all care, 
ni take it for thy ufe ; all that I aik 
Of thee, is gratitude. 

tit. And art thou not 

Grateful for goodnefs fo unmerited ? 

Br. Am I not \ Never, by the holy gods, 
Will I forget it ! 'tis my conftant prayer 
To heaven, that I may one day have the power 
To pay the debt I owe him. — But the recipe 
You told me of, my Lord. 

Ar. Oh — ^take it gratis — 

Firft then ; attend with caution — But the meflagc 
You brought from Tarquin.. — 

Br. Father Romulus, 

That I Ihould loiter thus ! Why would you keep me 
Engaged 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 13 

Engaged in talk P The king your father calls 
A council, to confider of the fiege 
Of Ardea, and the future operations 
Againtl the ftubborn Rutili : youi prefence 
Is a(k'd immediately ; {hall I before 
And fay you're coming? 

No ; behind us (lay. 
There call thy thoughts to council, and invent 
A fcheme replete with courage and with wifdom ; 
Nor doubt but Tarquin will with joy embrace it. 
[^Exeunt Amns and Titus. 

Brutus atone. 

Yet, 'tis not this which ruffles me — ^the gibes 

And fcomfiil mockeries of ill-govern'd youth — 

Or flouts of painted fycophants and jefters, 

Reptiles, who lay their bellies on the duft, 

Before the frown of Majefty. All this 

I butexpcft, nor grudge to bear j the face 

I carry loo demands it. — But what then ? 

Is my mind fafhion'd to the livery ' 

Of blunt ftnpidity, which I have worn 

Thcfc many a day ? bent to the ground, and warp'd 

From its true native dignity ? Elfe why, 

How is't that vengeance now hath llept fo long f 

O prudence! ill delayer of great deeds, 

And noble enterprizes! — Yet — not fo. 

Chance may, and accidental circumftancc 

Crown bold and lucky ralhnefs with fuccefs — 

But 
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Buf oftner not. There is pertiapsa time, 
A certain pCTtnt, which waited for with patience, 
Sciz'd on, and urged with vigour, will go near 
To banifh chance, and introduce afliirance 

And fixednefs in human aflions. — 
To avenge my father's and my brother's murder ! 
(And fweet ! nmii confefs would be the draught) 
Had this been al!, oft hath the murderer's life 
Been in my hands ; a thoufand opportunities 
]'vehad to ftrike the blow — and my own life 
I had not valued as a ruOi. — But ftill — 
There's fomething further to be done — my foul t 
Enjoy the ftrong conception ; oh ! 'tis glorious 
To free a groaning country from opprcffion ; 
To vindicate man's common rites, and crufh 
The neck of arrogance. — To fee Revenge 
Spring like a lion from his den, and tear 
Thefe hunters of mankind!— Give but the lime. 
Give but the moment, gods ! If I am wanting, 
May I drag out this ideot-feigned life 
To late old age ; and may pofterity 
Ne'er know me by another name, but that 
Of Brutus, and the Tarquin's houfehold fool. 

lExii. 

SCENE in. 

HORATIKS, HeRMINIUS. 

Ilor, whither away, Herminiiis ? to the council ? 
fUr. I go to the aflcmbly call'd by the king ; 

I know. 
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LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 15 

I know not if you juftly can term that 
A council, where there is no confullation. 

Hor. We need not now be nice in the definition 
Of words, Horatius, which become a foldier 
But ill at any time, at no time mote 
Perhaps than now. If we are not confulted 
We Ih^l be told what Tarquin and his Tons 
Have pre-detemiined : ao fmall Oiare of confidence. 
As in the city they're the only fource 
Of government and law, lb in the camp 
They form each enterprize, dire^ each motion. 
And, by the gods ! were government and law 
Temper'd with equity, or war with juftice, 
I would not wi(h for abler lawgivers. 
Or leaders. 

Mer, Hold — No more, Horatius — 

What ! Icnow you not that tents have often ears 
Hearing diftinAly ? If the times are bad, 
Heav'n in its mercy mend them ! Pray however 
But foftly, left the ftatues of the gods 
Should turn informers too. Who pafles there* 
CrolSng our way ? 

H«r. Tis Collatinus, furely, 

Young in the field of war, who lately married 
Lucretius's daughter ? 

ftr. Truft me, flie's reported 

The faireft, and the worthieft of her fex- •" 

Hor. Fairer than ever was a form created 

By youth&il fancy, when the blood ftrays wild. 

And 
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And never-refting thought is all on fire. 
The worthieft of the worthy ; not the nymph 
Who met old Numa in his hallow'd walks. 
And whifper'd in his ear her drains divine. 
Can I conceive beyond her ; the young choir 
Of veftal virgins bend to her. "Tis wonderful 
Amid the darnel, hemlock, and bafe weeds 
Which now fpring rife from the luxurious compoft 
Spread o'er the realm, how this fweet lily rofe. 
How from the {hade of thefe ill- neighbouring 

plants, 
Her father (helter'd her, that not a leaf 
Is blighted, but array'd in pureft grace 
She blooms unfu Hied verdure. Such her beauties, 
As might call back the torpid bread of age 
To long.forgotten rapture ; fuch her mind, 
As might abafh the boldeft libertine, 
And turn defire to reverential love. 
And hotiefl afTe^ion. 

Her. From a praife 

So warm, a Granger might form fomeconchifions. 

Her. I fpeak as an acquaintance, as a friend. 

But yet impartially, not fway'd by padion, 

But as I really think ; had life's gay prime 

Prcfented fuch an object to my view, 

You ^ould have thought me mad in my appUufe j 

1 fhould have fiown above the Ihining fpheres 

Of the azure vault for new comparifons, 

Yet then not thought them hyperbolical. 

I loved 
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f loved my wife ; I praifed her ; but the height 
Aflign'd to her, reached not to this Lucretta ; 
Though fiBce I've thought it much furpafs'd tho 

truth. 
Here tranfport would have urged me far beyond 
All fober bounds, and yet clofe by my fide ' 
Reafon would have flood, fmiling to fee herfelf 
So juftly fuperfeded. 

Such a prodigy- 
Should have a hulband of no Vulgar mould ; 
But Colktinus, every where I fee him, 
The princes intimate, at their caroufals, 
The firft in noife, and ntirth, and jollity. 
Of the unruty crew. 

You are deceiv'd, 
He's young, perhaps unflcady, flexible, 
And yielding to example : though indeed 
As a relation, and being near to th' king, 
I don't fee how, if 'twere his inclination, 
He could do otherwife : but he polleflea 
Many good qualities, is gentle^ kind. 
And generous, wants not courage, and I know 
Doats with the nu>11 tmpaflion'dtendefiicfs 
Upon Lucretia. Haply 'tis in hopes 
To eafe his mind from the Iharp grief of abfcnee, 
That thus he mingles with the fcftive train, 
And joins the roar of idle rioting 
And diflipatton ; though I ne'er obforv'd 
He join'd it heartily. I've feen him oft 

D Lofl 
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LoH in reflexion then, and oft alone 
Mufing in melancholy) as juft now 
Thou faw'lt him when he pafs'd us, meditating 
With his eyes caft on the ground. But let us hafte- 
To the king's tent. 
Reri Before — I'llfollowyou \_Extunl^ 

SCENE IV. Collaiia. 

LUCRETIA, LaVINIA. ^ 

Lav. Not on all points I find can I agree 

E'en with my honour'd Miftrefs, with Lucrett^. 

Lucr. What is the difference, fay ? In thy opinion 
How long is it, Lavinia, fince my lord 
Hath changed his peaceful manllon, for the camp 
And reltlels fcenes of war ? 

Lav. In my more fimple eflimation, 

'Tis fome ten days ; for time, or I'm deceived. 
Runs, as it fhould with me, in yours it may be 
Perhaps ten years. 

Lucr. And what ihould make thee think fo f 

Lav. Nay, I have heard, and hx'd it in my memory — 
'Twas from a female fage — I think my giandam — 
That flie, when fhe was young, in days trf yore, 
And parted from her newly-married hufband. 
Found thewhole method of time'sprogrefschang'd. 
Inltead of wings behind, polling in liafle, 
And flitting by fo quick, you could not feize him 
By 
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By his lank lock, a gouty, hobbling wretch, 
That noting of the pain he took in walking, 
Gave fympathetic pangs.— She was a flirewd one, 
And had, if I'd beheve her, in her fpring 
Feh all the power of love. Qh, ihe could talk 
£'cn then of purling Itreams, and ctming doves. 
And of the arras cfafp'd thus, and brow bent thug, 
Of aking hearts, and fuch a deal of (luiT, 
That had I not e'en from my tender years 
Been guarded well by the fuperior powers, 
I Ihould have fought me out a fwain and married. 
And now perhaps been moaning for the abfcnc* 
Of my true turtle 

LucT. So thy heart ne'er knew 

What 'twas to love ? 

Lav. No, I thank holy Vefta, 

Never ; I've cad indeed fometimes the eyes 
Of approbation on a proper nsan, 
But never fent deep glances ; off they darted 
From hini npon another ; O my heart \ 
What 'twas to love ! Why men are all alike, 
AH mothers' fons, 

LucT. Thou haft a gadding tongue. 

But ftill thy mind is right 4 thou haft no meaning 
Affix'd to what thou utter'ft. 

Lav. None to fpeat of.-^ 

Ail that I mean, is, that if I were married, 
And that my hufband were call'd forth to the wars, 
J Ihould not ftray through the grove next my houfc, 
D 2 Invoke 
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![nvoke the penfive folttude, and wooe 
The dull and filent melancholyi brood 
O'er my own thoughts atone, of keep tnyfelf 
Within my houfe mew'd up a prilbner. 
I Ihould purfue the example of my feX, 
To croud* and tniith repair ; philolbphers 
May love retiroocnt j women were not foroi'd 
To (Und like rpeecblcA ftatues in a niche. 
Or feed oa their owq ftscfot COTHemplatioilS. 

tucr. Go to i tboH Icnow'ft not what thou fay'ft.ltavinia, 
'Tis foe the light of bcarti to range abroad, . 
To brave the general, Ibe Kcentious eye, 
And mingle with the fickle^ trifling crew 
Of merriOient, who laugh aloud, if Folly 
Shake but the cap upon her head, or Uft 
Her finger up befoie their face. The praifc 
Of woman is to play the boufewife Well ; 
Ambitious in her hufband's fight to appear 
' Grateful and amiaUe, not indeed carelefs 
Of others, but preferring him to all. 
And hit fociety ; not cloying either^ 
But manifcded in a way known only 
To nice afEe£lion, and diRingutflied by it : 
"Tis her's with care to ovcrfee his fanuty, 
And govern with fiire reinc of ^veromentf 
No eafy talk. 

lav. Jove blefs us ! what is this h 

If a fuperior place in life give not 
The power of tafting greater liberty. 

Of 
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Of dancing t6 the hoAey'tl notes of ^adnefs. 
And walking hand in hand with dainty pleafure. 
If dames of highefl rank muft zfk the houfe-cat. 
Sit at Ihd hole and watch, or idly purr, 
Singing themfelves afleep ; the peafant's wife. 
Of dull mechanick's, is as happy, nay 
And happier, as by neceflity 
Tied ever down, (he knows (he muft comply, 
And feels fhe can't attain what moA fhe wifhes. 
I.ucr, And why fhould I believe Hie wiOies more 
Than flie pofleffes ? Why not think there is 
A jewel ealVd conteni ? Why circmnfcribe 
The habitation of inlc happinefs 
Within the narrow* ^wdy, idle circle' 
Of fwelling wealth, and aif-Mown, empty pomp > 
Why think Ihe cannot dwell with humble duty 
fieneath the hut of uncemented {tones 
Covered with flags, well leafed to tend her children. 
Healthy and fmillng babes, and when her husband 
Comes from the 6eld, and pacing by his fide 
Her elder fturdy boy, fjpring toward the doOr, 
And give them that fincerity of welcoDK 
Which greatnefs never faw i with bufy care 
And feduloiis prepare their evening viands ; 
Lin to the fcant adventures of the day. 
What palling {Iranger roufed their iaithful dog, 
What tree fecuredthem from the fcatter'd ffaower. 
What diftant undidinguilh'd noifethey heard, 
^nd having dratvn ^ their brief chronicle, 

An<^ 
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And thereto added her own little journal, 
With mutual interchanged looks of love. 
Retire to reft unbroken ? No, Lavinia, 
TJie true delight, I'm well convlnc'd, dwells there 
With nature and her oi^pring ; and if thofe 
To whom 'tis given beneath the cedar roof 
High over-arch'd to fit, would relifti life, 
They liiuft as far as poflible purfue 
Her paths unhackney'd, and muft imitate 
Her unaffei^ed fimplcnefs. 

Lav. Ah, me! 

I much (ufpeft there a« two natures then ; 

For ever fince I was a tiny thing, 

Not higher than this, I warrant, I have thought 

Of nothing all the live-long day, but ihew. 

And glitter, and rich toys, and ornaments j 

And I have gone to bed, and in my lleep 

Have dream'd I had them ; then with the great 

plea fu re 
Have waked, and wept full bitterly to find 
That I was difappointed. I muft own 
I have no notion of that other nature. 
Give me things quite the contrary, give me 
To enjoy life, like I know who ; fome ladies 
And thofe of the beft quality in Rome 
Pofiefs a pretty comfortable (hare 
Of that fame nature I eflcem the beft. 

f-ucr. Let others a£l as they think fit, nor let it 

Be call'd in them a f4ult to pleafe themfelves, 

u 



Digilis^byCOOgle 



LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. aj 

In me a virtue. — But i thank the gods 

Who made me what X am ; who gave to me 

A father whofe indulgent tendemefs 

More than fupplied a mother's lofs, who died 

E'er memory fet hei ftamp on my heart's tabL-t | 

Who taught me wealth was drois, and that th« 

mind 
Poffefs'd of confcious virtue, is more rich 
Than all the funiefs hoards which Plutus boafis. 
Oft would he fay, O, my beloved daughter, 
I've tried (nor yet in vain) to fct thee right ; 
To ope thine eyes againft the Siren charms 
Of vanity, deluding womankind ; 
Aft to approve ihyfelf to thine own heart ; 
Defpife the ideot cullom, which breaks down 
The feiKe which ever fhould remain Jlrong built 
Between the fexes : woman's chiefeft glory 
Is in retirement, and her highdl pleafure 
Refults from tranquil and domeftic joys. 
Hear me, Lucreiia ! fo Ihalt thou obtain 
The crown of woman, a deferving hufband ; 
Who not a prifoner to the eye alone, 
A fair complexion, or melodious voice, 
Shall read thee deeper, nor Oiall time which palls 
The rage of paliion ihake his firmer love 
Increafingby pofleflion. — ^This (again I thank 
The gracious gods) this hufliand too is mine. 
'. I fliould be glad to fee this hufband now ; 
Thcfc eyes are not the ftiarpeft in the world : 

Is 
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Is not thit hc> gay is the moriitng [ark, 
And laughing with the Jens af TarquJn there ? 
His heart ii bent em niitth : he thinks ttot, he, 
(L.ik« QthcT ablent men) of his Lucretia : 
He did not hear a f)i]lable ef the praifc 
Her tongue juft now brilow'd. 

lucr. No more, no more 

Leil I be angry with Uuc for a faiUt 
Thou can'ft not help, letting thy tongue run idly. — 
Yet fay e'en what ihou wi|t, I'm not offended, 

Zav. Then I will (ay, I don't believe that lady 
Hath truer lord, more fix'd in loyalty. 
And how can he he oiherwife I Were I 
In his condition, tickle as I am. 
And wavering in iHe&iott, a true woiqan, 
Unfchool'd, untaught by father or by mother, 
I fhould chil anchor, and forbid my bark 
Ever to leave the port. — What Ihall I fay ) 
Unlefs I fay, that now I fpeak the truth 
E'en from my heart. 

Xucr. I doubt not of thy honcfty. 

Come, let us in, and we will talk tagsthar 
Of the Hern dangers which attend on war, 
And roufe the paffion fear. I know not how. 
But there is fomething grateful to the foul 
Even in terror ; tho we dread the event, 
It gives a kind of pieafure while imagined. 
That my fearsevcrnaay be realized 
2a thee, O Coilattnus, Heaven forbid! ISxeunf. 
ACT 
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SCENE I. The King's tml. 

Tarquin, Titus, Aruns, Sextus. 

. My glory, and my pride ! my three bold fons ! 
Whom I rejoice in more, than inlhe increafe 
Of empire and dominion ! Where's the king 
Can fay with me, his children are his fenators, 
His judges and his generals ? while you 
The firll fiipply, I find they were as I 
Elleem'dthemjulUy, mere fuperfluous branches 
To the common weal, which I with prudent hand 
Have lopp'd. For government can't be too funple. 
Torn by variety of ranks and orders, 
Aftion is loft in fruitiefs canValling, 
Empty harangues, and vain deliberation ; 
While vigorous enterprize, amid the jar 
Of bickering parties dares not Ihew his face. 
No fecrecy diferved, the enemy 
Knows well the benir of every expedition 
As foon as plann'd, and as the event's forefeen, 
Prepares againft it warily, and ftrongly. 
Is this to be a king i Oh, only name 

E Of 
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Of royalty ! in fa^ a vafTat flave 

Tied down and manacled, condemn'd to a3 

Not from himfelf, hut as by others tutor'd. 

While fome bold party fwatlowing up the reft. 

Seizes the reins of empire, and beftows 

All offices of truft. He, flimfy ftiadow, 

Titular monarch,, cannot help himfelf: 

Sut like a wretched filher in a boat. 

From which the fails are rent by the rude winds. 

The rudder clove afunder, and oars loft, 

Still rides indeed upon the billows' backs 

Bom by the flux and reflux of the tides 

At random, till defpair and famine end 

His miferable Ufe, (»' the crazed hulk 

Admit the briny wave, then both tt^ether 

Sink in the deep, ind ne'er are heard of more : 

Who'd be a king like this i 

Sex, Who would, my father [ 

Rather would I betake me to the plough. 
And till with utmc^ toil a land ungrateful, 
A barren defart, where but here and there 
A blade of corn would rife, and my whole barveft 
Scarce Serve to keep body and foul together. 
Til) the next year's return. Such fervitude 
Were not to be fuftain'd, 'twere vrorfe than death. 

Tar. Still keep thcfcfentiments, my Ton; they fliew 
The man, not the poor-fpirited mean creature 
That generally is catl'd (6, but the man 

BOFB 
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Born to command, to lord it o'er thefe earth- 
worms, 
To fit in the exalted feat of empire, 
And wield the fceptre j to be placed a god 
Above the reft, as o'er him reigri the gods. 
Had I been guided by the moderate maxims 
Of doating politicians, had I not 
Aftedon principles which my foul ftarted, 
And hands dared execute, I Ihould have lived 
Coop'd up within the walls of Rome, and caliy 
Only that petty city, thofe few acres. 
My fum of territory ; have purfued 
The canting fuperftitions of old Numa ; 
Or thought with Ancus, that to build a bridge 
Over the Tiber was a wondrous work ; 
Or, like old purblind Servius, have recorded 
Offices, ages, deaths, births, marriages. 
And kept the public regifter of the llatc. 
But I refolved to rife above controulment, 
To feize the glorious fubftance of true majefty. 
To be a king indeed ; and men are not 
The reftive beings fome have but fiippofed : 
They on timidity encroach, but dare not 
Look fettled fefolution in the fitel" 
Habit makes even flavery cafy. Hence 
I turn'd my conquering arms againft the ftates 
Around, and made Hetruriapale with fear : 
Now may the proudeft nation yield to Rome, 
And own her its fuperior ; hence I'm honour'dj 
E 2 J?readeil 
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Dreaded abroad, and courted ; hence at home 
. Abfolute lord ; and hence (hall leave my children 
A liable throne, which (hall continue firm 
To lateft ages, if not wantonly. 
Or foolilhly, they deviate from my fleps. 

Til. May Titus perifh, if he deviate wantonly ! 

j4r. , And Aruns, if he deviate foolifhly ! 

Stx. And Sextus, if he deviate either way ! 

Tar. I know you better each, than to fufps£t you ; 
Nor think that my example, or my precepts, 
Have been fo little view'd or wcigh'd fo lightly. 
Keep but you three together, in the band 
Of mutual fixednefs, and you may defy 
Time, and the adverfity of accident. 
Or force of malice, — But, my fons, the reafon 
Of this our meeting ; this ftrong city Ardea, 
Like to a mighty mound, dams up the current 
Of our progreffion ; were but this our own. 
The whole Rutitian ftate of courfe would follow. 
The qucftion is, how to attain this end ? 
^ AITault we've tried, and wept our hardy veterans 
Slain in the unequal ta(k ; their walls are high. 
And in few places only they're aflailable ; 
The inhabitants are numerous, and refolv'd 
To fell their freedom dear ; plenty as yet 
Makes them high-mettled, and they laugh to fcorn 
Us and our ftrength. Speak each what you advife. 
Whether again to advance our fcaling-l adders, 
And drive with fire and fword to gain admiflion ; 
Or 
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Or whether change our fiege into blockade. 
And ftarve them to furrender. Titus, fpeafc, 
. I fee no reafon here for much debate, 
Or many words to fix determination. 
Our foldiers with their late fuccefslefs toil 
Difpirited and faint ; their's with the contrary 
Valiant and bold : again, the uncertainty 
Of being mors fuccefsful than before. 
The probability that we ihall not ; 
The ill confequences if we make the a(£ult 
In vain; all tempt me to dilfuade from adion} 
To gird the city well, harrafs the country. 
Debar them from fupplies, fap their high walls. 
Wait till we gain a lucky time for onfet. 
Or deep-laid ftratagem ; this gives a conqueft 
Certain, tho flow ; and this do I advife. 
Think not I fpeak through contradiftion, Titus ; 
But I can bring as many arguments. 
As cogent too, and couch them full as briefly. 
Why we fliguld not delay ; in every fally 
Made fmce that trial, they've been beat to the gates} 
This hath reftored the courage of our foldiers ; 
And thame now adds a double (ling to bravery. 
Delay breeds relaxation in our duty. 
The Rutin and their allies may join, 
Hem us between them and the walls of Ardea, ■ 
Or march to Rome itfelf. Delay breeds danger^ 
I do not like delay ; it is 3 word 
I hate ; 'tis ominous 4s thg faven's croak ; 

It 
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It bears with it a cold and death-like found. 

Might I but lead the army once again 

Tothe attack, I'd be myfelf the firft 

To mount the ■wall, and anfwcr for the event ; 

If not, let the events fpeak for themfelves. 

Or fpeak you for them who determine otherwife. 

Sex, Could I by fly impofture hope to^in 

This Ardea, as I did the town of Gabii, 
I would again fubmit my back to the fcourge, 
And from my father's cruelty, a fuppliant, 
Intreat the guU'd inhabitants ; nor wait 
His hint, by cutting down the tailed poppies 
In the prefence of the meflenger I fent him, 
, To flay their leaders. If this could be done. 
Or any thing like this, I'd not advife 
Speedy aflaujt, or to protraft the fiege. 
In both of which I can efpy no fmall 
Degree of danger. Titus well advifcs, 
And fo doth Anins. A fmall grain would turn 
The fcale in cither's favour. If our father 
Determine for the alfault, about it fpeedily, 
111 climb to the top of the wall as foon as Aruns. 
If Titus (hall be thought to have better counfell'd, 
I 'II watch the turn of every circumllance ; - 
And hard it fliall be, if fome dexterous craft 
Suit not with the opportunity which muft 
In the courfe of things prefent itfelf. 

Tar, I wifli 

That eircumftaiKC may offer : if it doth, 

I doubt 
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I doubt not of thy ready appreheolion. 
Aruns mull be o'er-ruled ; he knows my temper 
As littk brooks delay as his, but ardour 
Muft yield to the neceflity of the times. 
Ar, Aruns is pteafed, if every one is pleafed. 
He yields contentedly, is quite refign'd. 

Enter Brutus. 

Tar. Sxy, what would'fl thou ? 

£r. Horatius and Heiminius 

And others the centurions of the army. 
Came with me to the door of the tent ; th^ aOc 
If 'tis your pleafure they Ihould be admitted i 

Tar. Horatius and Herminius may approach. 

Do thou difmifs the reft, thefe two fliatl bear 
Oui orders. 

£nier Horatius ani/HERMiHius. 

Say, Horatius and Herminius, 
Whether you either can advance a reafon 
Of any force, why we fliould not block up 
This town of Ardea, and by prouafling 
The time, render ourfelres more fure of conqueft ? 
With freedom fpe^. 
Jior. I have but only one. 

Kept fnsn their homes fo long, the populace 
Already thither caft a longing eye ; 
They had been tts^t to exped an eafy prey, 
Withfpeedtobcoblain'd; I fear their murmurs — 
Tar. 
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Tar. Say'ft thou, the murmurs of the populace ! 
Shall I be moved by the many-headed beaft ? 
No : if thou doll not know thcfe truths already. 
Learn them of me. The grolfer herd of men 
Nature hath mark'd for fervitudc, to bear 
The yoke with paflive neck, and walk in trammels. 
Woe to the king, who gives a tittle up 
To the unfoul'd brutal rabble ! He (hall find, 
When 'tis too late, and forely me his folly. 
Stop a wild horfe when he hath llipp'd his bit, 
Stick dofe your knees, and make him Hack his pace 
At your command ; guide him with gentle words. 
And tell him that he ftiould not throw his rider. 
Who talks of liberty, he means licentiou fnefs ; 
Let the fat foil put forth that dangerous weed 
But one poor inch, and you Ihall fee it rife 
With growth gigantic, till it reach to heaven 
And blur the golden firmament. He knows 
But little of mankind, who thinks by mild 
And gentle ufage to cxa£t obedience. 
What follows ? Mean opinion of his taknts, 
Contempt, then Difcontent is quickly feen 
To ope her muttering mouth, clofe on whofe heels 
' Tread bold Confpi racy and rank Rebellion. 
I know them well ; fond of variety. 
And novel change ; bold where they fee no fign 
Of oppofition, like the high-fwoln tide, 
Through every open g?p they rufli amain. 
I know them well, the flavilb animals, 

Ltt 



.^,.,GiK>gk 



LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. jj 

Let them but view the fternly- frowning face 

Of awfiii majefty, let but authority 

Lift high her iron whip, and they will cringe 

And creep before your face like fpaniel dogs. 

Nor dare to wag a tongue, or move a limb. 

Or even draw their breath, or let the ftrokes 

Of their quick-palpitating hearts be feen. 

I know them well; they cannot bear indulgence. 

It breeds corrupted humours in their minds, 

And fubtile venom, which would blaft the world 

Like the wing'd plague. — The murmurs of the 

populace ! 
Why let the populace ftill murmur on ; 
Like the vague murmurs of the empty gale, 
They blow at random, and fooh pafs away : 
■ You cannot trace the wrinkles which they made 
On the fmooth ocean's face ; 'tis the fierce voice 
Of the niinatingwhirlwind which mull roufe 
The godhead from, his deep abodej and caufe him 
Difplay his angry trident. 

Ttt. Mightlfpeak, 

I would prefume to fay, Horatius meant not 
Aught den^ating from your power of majefty ; 
But from his real fears, and his good- will — 

Tar. I do not think he did : but let him learn 

Henceforth, if he will needs produce his reafons, 
To produce better ; nor dare tell a lion. 
That he muH not chace down his prey, becaufe 
A fwarm of gnats buz in the path he takes. 
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Ar. There's ooe, ere Tarquin tells his refdifiioh* 
Whofe l^ge (^nnion hath not yet been iJk'd. 

Tar. I b^ his pardtm^ and Will alk h Arait. 

Well, kinAnan Luciu3> what is thy advice ? 
Shall we wirii fpeedy onfetfOt driay. 
Subdue thefe Ardcats ? 

Br. Homph ! humph [ — No, no-~ 

That rcheme won't do — 1 have U here, but cannot 
Exprefs myft^f in ^ferice quite lb (aS 
As I eadid with : but e'er \ong tune is pa(s'd, 
I hope to acquaint you witli a pkn of mine. 
By which the grcatcA enemies of Rome 
ShaH fink before her ;. but as yet exctefci 
If I conceal the principles I go on. 

Tar. We do^ -and irader thariu for ^y gpod-witt ■■ 
And, LiKiusi ^vftcn thy plot is ripe^ aeqtiflilit us. 
Fall iouAy a year have wcexperiettee had 
Of thy faj^ky in aAnonitieo, 
And ^icIl dt^tch in bufiRc& — 'TIS determtficd 
To (lack the arm of ««r, and give it reft. 
The fwordbe ftilT; but let pale meagre hunger 
ScOwl in dteir ilrdets, and let tlie tskrid tkirft 
Psnch them whhoiit remoiA: ; oMiemiqr 
^hrft conquer, and to that thefe^au^ty Attleat& 
Mutl yiddperfoKe. Be it yOnr^, Hontius, 
Atid your's, Hermnrius, to itcquamt the people 
With our rcfolves ; tdl ihem >. that tho 'tis flow^ 
YA tile poffeflion ofthc town w fete. 
Enlarge i^R the rid>a of ^ !^Kt, 

Which 
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Which muftb^thmr'sr if patience be buttheir's. 

Quiet tiieir murmiH^ if they will bt quieted ;. 

If not, our will is 6x'd, and itead example 

Shall puqift the falitious. 
Hor. We fliall do 

As we're commanded. [_^*it Tarquin. 

Stx. Who this evfsing 

Knows aught of CoUatimu ? 
Hot. We beheld him 

In the camp's faafaeA limits, irtiere the grove 

Of pines deep-lhading (kirts its fouthcTD fide. 
S(X. He Ihould be with us at our feail to-iyght. 
jlr. I know his haunts ; his melancholy thoughts ; 

And wt^ he toams alone. He ihall appear 

At the appoioted hour. [_Exii Anins. 

Sex. Youll [uf ividi us. 

Hor. Btr. We fliall my Lord, 
Sex. And ihou without a]l doubt, 

Br. I pray-excufe me. May I be excufed 

This oiKc f 
Sex. Excuse thee ! No ; impol1ib!le. 

Thou art the life, the foul of company ; 

Such wit, fuch humour, and facetioufnefs. 

As thou potTeflefl, more efpecially 

When .the bri& flagoa hath been .cii;cting round, 

Aod the faaa% god, with lau^ter in his^ye, 

Expands the liberal foul ; why I would ztfher 

Not feaft for half an age, thanwantdiy company. 

Without iivf .ffi^ty hurlb of merriment, 

F 2 Wine 
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Wine would be quite infipid, and the hours 
Drag fluggifhiy their heavy heels along. 

Br. Say you fo ? There's my hand, if I don't meet you. 
And be as merry as the bed of you. 
And rally with as good an air and fmart. 
And cut my joke, and lau^ at it myfelf 
As loud as you, and fliew the wit in my teeth^ 
Call me an aTs, the llupid animal 
I moft abhor. 

Til. Strange that he Ihould abhor 

His nearell of kin. 

Stx. Come, let us hence; thisnightourbrowslhatlfhin^ 
With the gay glories of the god of wine ; 
We'll feize the leifure which this calm Ihall yiekl. 
And for the foaming bowl, lay by the fpear and 

Ihield : 
If ne'er relax 'd war's fmews would be faint, 
The bow is ufelefs which is always bent. 

[^Exeunt omnes.. 

SCENE II. Another Part of ike Camp. . 

Aruns, Claudius. 

Ar. Where was he when thou faw'ft him, Claudius ? 
cloud. My lord, bet weea the camp, and where our troops 
Poflefs the neighbouring heights, where thrown 

acrofs 
The hafly brook, a rafter bridge is feen 

O'erlain 
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O'erlain with fod which totters as you paTs ; 
There, where beyond, a path winds up the bank 
Trod only by the cottager, who lived 
Hard by, at mom, and eve, while fortune fmilcd. 
Now exiled by our arms ; beneath an oak 
Whofe bare top, of its leaves bereaved, and trunk 
Dented with thunder, like a veteran looks. 
Who many a hard campaign hath weather'd out, 
Cover'd with fears, yet tho with linews ftirunk 
And pithlefs limbs now betiding o'er his ftafT, 
Still claiming reverence ; there lay Collatinus 
III nulling wife, a knotted root of the tree 
Upheld him half-reclined, his eyes were 6x<'d, 
Nor did he fee me as I quick brulh'd by ; 
When I had palfed the bridge, I tum'd me round. 
And faw him fuddenly fpring from the earth. 
And dart into the grove, where 'mid the boughs 
And thickening under-wood I loft him foon. 
And where halt thou been fchool'd ? Where hall 

thou got 
This tedious dull prolixity ? this quaint 
Defcriptive fribbling coxcomb-like minutenefs ? 
This web fpun from the vacant brain f O Jove ! 
Lalh me, and lafh me well thefe trite defcribcrs I 
Thefe murderers of clear language and intelligence? 
I aflc'd thee where thou mett'flwith Collatinus? 
Had'il thou but told me in the neighbouring wood 
ijouth of the camp, fay fbould I not have found him 
As cafily as now i Befides the trouble 

Of 
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Of feeing in my mind a clutnfy painting 
Dniwn by a bungling artift f Pr'ythoe kam. 
At Icail when ! aflc a plain queftiop of thee, 
To give as pkin an anfwer. Gracious powers ! 
And is the gift of fpeech of fo fmal) vatue 
TTral ■ne muft lavifh it away thus prodigally 
As 'twere a trifling knick-knacb ? Oh, f^onn. 
Reform — No words ; reform, and hold thy tongue. 

Gaud.JAy lord, to pleafure ybii in every thing 
l^all (liU be my endeavour. 

^r. No, it will not, 

1 bade thee but this mrnnent lock thy lips ; 
Why, but becaufc I liked thy filence beft ! 
But hence ; thou know'l^ the horfe we law to-day ; 
Doft thou not Tec(dle& it^ Find me out 
its owner; undcrflimd'ft tbon } Tis the horfe 
Which I fo much admired ; daft thou rememberr 
The chefnut with the hyacinthin mane : 
Enquire me out its owner i let him know 
I would poHefs that horfe, 

Claud, My ford, I will. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE III. A Grove near the Camf. 

CoLLATiNUS alone. 

Whence are thy chaims, ambition I I have look'd 
With fueiring eyes but Done can I permvc. 
Why ait iJKHi Jo purfued by hucoan kiml ? 

Is 
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Ie it that tbou uplifl'fl thy haughty front* . 
Defiling earth, and all her groveling foas 
And bidding bold defiance to the gods i 
Is it that, cruelty thy fofter-mother. 
Thou laugh'ft at pity, (Iropping the hinnaAe 
And tender briny drop o'er facred mifery ) 
Is it that, like a ftale, thou leavcft th) lovers. 
And to the firft new-comer brought 1^- fortune. 
Thy old procur^, giveft thy joys? the joys 
Which unedential power prefented to thee, 
B^ot on tawlefs ihiift of fancied ^eatnelsf— 
For what is power, if taught not its due aim 
By wide-difpenfuig goudnefs ? What isgreatnefs. 
If fmgular il Hands, felf-vivified. 
Self-taught, felf-loving, felf-pofleffing, all 
Center'd in felf, detach'd from what gives to it 
Its fubflance, its incftimaUc worth, 
And true original intrinfic v^ue, 
The wiHing tributary love erf thofe 
Who feel its warm irradtance, and rejoicef 
I fee no graces in thy towering look. 
In thy unfeeling mind, in thy deceit 
And treacherous air, thy fc^re fwny'd in vain. 
And grandeur dazzling fools. - ■ Thou curfed 

forcerefs! 
Whole bhth the furies Ibriled when they beh^ 
And Ihook their fnalc^ locks! Thou bancof peace! 
Of every pure, and every holj tie, 
Connefling man with u»io.!-—Could'praycrs avail. 
Oh, 
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Oh) hear me, heaven, drive to her native tieO 
This harpy pcft, and chain her firmly there, 
That fhe may ne'er embroil the world again, 
But harmony may reigri, and peace, and love. 
And friendlhip's bright, unfullied, maiden fire> 
And every grace and virtue. 

Enter Arvns. 

Whom have we here? 
Say, man of melancholy mood, what doft thou 
Moping alone I Beneath the umbrageous boughs 
Of this deep wood, what fccret wizard fpeJIs 
Exert 'ft thouto enflave theftm^ting moon? 
To make the wolves howl, and the fliephcrd-dogs 
Start from their unfound flecp ? To make the trees 
Set free their earth-clench'd roots, the rivers turn 
Back to the fource, and the old bed-rid earth 
Tremble for fear ? Nay, do not think I view thee 
With dreadful apprchenfion. Did thy eyes 
Glance fire, as fure I think their rays are dim; 
Thy mouth fpit flames, as fure it never ^vill ; 
Didftthou lead growling in tliy right hand'chain'd 
The itifernal triple-headed dog, as now 
I think I only fpy a pine-branch there, 
I'd tell thee with unterrified afpeit 
Thou art my prifoner. Come along with me. 
Whate'er thy occupation, I am bound 
For thy appearance at the fcaft to night 
Which Scxtus gives. 

Col. 
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€!ol: Were I inclined to go, 

lUneTsmy lordmuH be my plea oi abfence. 

Ar, Illnefs! and what phylician's wife advice 

Expofcd thee thus to the damp evening air ? 
Hangs not the dew upon the dropping leaves? 
And doth not Philomela, at the paufe 
Of every penfive ftrain, turn bact her head 
And wipe the trickling moiilure from her wing ? 
Thou haft no ilinefs but crude fancy's thoughts, 
No fymptom of difeafe. 

Col. I feel the contrary. 

Ar, Thy hand — thy hand : I feel a lover's pulle. 
Were I to beat the hulhes well around 
Tis ten to on^ but up the game would ftart. 
There are three kinds of men, whom I have found 
Moft nouble that way. — Firft your (hy fellows, -, 
Who hang the head, and if you fpeak to them. 
Are bldhiQg ripe imfnediately. Next thofc 
Who ihun fociety, and fwear that man 
Is a curft creature whom they cannot live with. 
Thirdly and laftly, all religious. 
Of all denominations. Thefe three kinds 
Of men, have all hot amorous hlood> which tingles 
Through every vein, and will not give them reft. 
Among the fecond thou comeft in point blank, 
A mixture haft thou of the firft and third ; 
Tho were the gods to fhake thee, thy religion 
Might fall from thee for aught I know, as faft 
As leaves blown from a faplefs tree inAutumn. 
G CoL 



.obvGoo^le 



4T LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

Co!. Dofl thou then think it hangs fe loofdy round me ? 
Were it indeed bound with linn bands of bfzfs^ 
And knit vrith pins of hardeft adamant. 
Whatever of religion I mig^t have. 
Were Arvns but permitted, foon heM ftrip me» 
And leave me cold and naked as himfelf. 

Ar, I own, I have no notion of thefe tricks, 
Thefe ceremonial &rces, lacriBcea, 
Prophetic cirtraib, truA-foi^fewng birds. 
Chicken who teach hyhiwt^yjAic peafe. 
And all the holy jugglings, which our prieRs 
WouU fain perluade us owe their origin 
To the eflenecs divine. — Witt thou deny 
That Numa'« nym[A Egeria, was a ftnunpct, 
W^ met him often in a wood like thi^? 

CoA What profits my denying or affirn^^J 
But fay, is Anins likewife ^neraot 
Of that pure incenfe wMch thCrlHttaA »nJ)>otted 
Offers to heaven ; that fine ethereal Sre- 
Which by thegods created fiift, and placed 
In the human bofom, fed by the ^r dasds^ 
Of moral goodnel^, reditud^ uid tniA, 
FKes upward to its native oi't^ni 
Hath he bo notion of that hoty inOie^t 
Which biffe us look with awe, towardi the great 

Ruler 
Of heaven and F»th? MidftfthMconfciouspleafure 
Arifuig is the HivA, when btndiagknKK 
(n humble revnenee-, we pa^ bMnag» du* 

To 
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To the prime power of idl ? Who caH'd m fonh 
From the ahyfs of nothing into beii^ i 
Placed u« above the unthinking grazing herd * 
Gave to ue reafon, hy whofe power we ftand, 
Fontooft of all his works, lords of thii wwld ? 
Who frames the univerre for us aioae ; 
And, for our pkafure i hung the flaming fkj 
With all its glowing orbs ? Adorn 'd die earth 
With fruits, with Sowers and herbs of varioui 

forts? 
Fill'dewtht and air, and ocean's womb immenfe 
With fubjed cfeHtures, who might yi^ hira 

' hotnage, 
Or be to him for food i Haft thou no notion ? — 
^r. Plague pn my notions ! Plague upon thy quelllons ! 
Think'n thou the gods hi^i-lhromd (if fuch 

there be] 
E'er heed fuch fneaking abjed two-le^'d animals 
As thou and I are 1 From our praiCe what glory 
Can they (d)tain i Or from our firil cxillence 
Wiiat latisfadion ? ^ecuUtive dreamers 
May fancy things like thefe ; but chief your bufy 
Crafty pretenders, who well know to fsothc 
The ear of ignorance> tell theft curious tales. 
They hope to profit by them. Each fond fool 
Swallows their canting potion glibly down^ 
And looks on them as heaven's own oracles. 
*Tisall a jeA, a may-game, or what's- worfe; 
Whatever knaves may teach, or alTes credit, 

G2 Eafe 
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Eafe is the pleafure of th' immortal gods, 
And interdt is the god of mortal men. 

Col. Eafy it were to prove, how ill they merit 
The name of deities, who fit inaflivc 
I n flothful fhtc, while chance, that is, while nothing 
Governs the world, and turns heaven's hinges round. 
To prove, that man is from contemptible 
Far, far removed ; that there are fome of real 
And undifiembkd piety, who feel 
What they profefs, and from thefc feelings teach ; 
Who in the exercife of their devotion, 
Tafte greater joy than kings have power to give: 
Nor would for the unlock'd wealth of the wide 

earth, 
Offend 'gainft that fixt monitor within. 
■ Eafy it were thefe things to prove to cars 
Of fober fenfe, and ferions meditation. 

Ar, Oh, mock qge not ! I am as ferious 

As father Winter^when the cold north-eaft 

Blowing between his (boulders through a chink. 

Brooding he fits, and rakes the embers up. 

In his ill-furnilhed hearth. — ^To prove it, hence ! 

Take it, ye winds ! "Tis my religion — hence ! 

Lighten'd of this, now my good friend and I 

May talk together without quarrelling. 

I know not its advantage, but to make 

Men four, and fptenetic : I'll ne'er fpeak more 

Againft, or for it. Pr'ythee, Collatinus, 

Forgive me, if in too impertinent 

Mi 
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And bold z tlrain I fpake in Its defence : 

'Twas irony, my friend, (heer irony, 

I thank thee that thou didft reuliate ; 

I fee the abfurdity, and bid a long 

Adieu to it for ever, — Hold thy tongue.— 

'Tis gone, 'tis hence, 'tis no where, 'tis athemc 

For piiefts, for ideots : thou haft cured me quite ( 

I have no qualms, not one, away ! away ! ' 

Adieii ! — r'tis well. — And now, my CoUalinuSj 

I pr'ythee tel! me, i}ay without a jeft> 

In eameft ferloufnefs, what doll thou here? 

And wha,t employed thy meditations 

WhenfirftI fawthee? ' . 

Col. Wilt thou tell me, Aruiis, 

How I (hall anfwer thee f for never yet 
That I remember did I give to thee 
An anfwo thou wertpleafed withal; if grave, 
Twas mighty dull, if gay, 'twas vaftly filly; 
E'en anfwer for me, Aruns, here I am; 
Look round ; what fay the objedls which thou fee 'ft J 
What fay the objeds which thou left "ft behind? 

^r. The objed? which I left behind, are good; 

The objects which I fee are good; all's good;^ 
I fhould not fpeak at all. — A camp, a grove, 
A grove, a camp. — Why I may bcatmy brains 
For ever, e'er roufe up one new idea. — 
Thou art indeed a moralizer, thoa 
Canft pick a fentence out of every ftone, 
And make the fpringy grafs on which thou tread'l^ 
Thy 
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Thy mtmitor. I'm {bifid ; fancy widi me 

Is long iince dead; toeuhcxtenul thing 

I'm as indifierent u if diey never 

Fill'd up their comer of .exiAence. Blefling 

Upon the Powers above ! who (leel'd my nerves. 

And blunted cveiy lemient faculty^ 

So th«t in vaiti, they'd dart before itiy fight 

Their tiaming thunderbolt. — But what of me f 

I bam thic time appoint thee my preceptor. 

I have improved already, I'll improve 

Still more, tdl me thy tnedinmont. 

I will, nor do I think, what I'd not utter 

To all mankind. I wifli with equal truth 

Alt the wh<^ world could fay To I willovb'n 

I came not to the camp with my good will : 
} have no quaml 'gtint^: th« Ardcats, 
They never injured me, nor do I kttow 
A Roman whom they did ; but 'twas my duty, 
I was commatided, and obeyed ; where danger 
Raged in the fight, I was not backward : thou 
Canft witnefs for me, mjd the fomnoft bands 
I braved the rufEan Death, — My mind'v my own ; 
My fervice is my king's. I own I pitied 
Thofe againft whom I fought; nor wiQi'd to 

conquer 
The brave, the injured. Mid the roar of war 
I tong'd for peace, and when the fight was over, 
I would have found it in my tent ; but there 
|l iras denied; if I gave up one moment 

To 
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T« flnrt icdcfitoo, ftnit intruded oa ne 
Shoals of your newcreated officers : 
Perl «»(cofnb^ 'wfao in words flame !n the vaa* 
And flaFeeaclitenor of the field ia the face; 
T\» when in aims, hat£-clEadj they only know 
Each motion by report : thefe ^cAhei (bbfiers 
(For fuch liiey fcrupLe not to call themMves] 
Worried my can todeatit: I left the camp. 

Ar. No wonder: fuch as thefediigtacetbenvae 
Of manfaaod; oft I'vc&cn tfaem pale aad wan 
Nee dase tD lift aa am afaiuft the £m« 
Yet talk at fbch afwdlbg iMiflciinis rate. 
As (he^ would c^i^ oiif good anceftorj, 
And flay whole kofe abnc. 

Col. Quite difcontentcd with myfelf and them, 
I hither came.— 1 caft my eyes artwud, 
I f«w the l^MHus of the hafbandman, 
De&xoy'd; i G«w the {iuaaktng villages j 
A thoo&nd horrid tbougbts oi mifery 
Stmek 411 n)^ mind : I heanl a thauCuid groans 
Of £uherjv laothersh ckildun. — I could not 
Refiain frcm teafs> I could not a& I hve» 
To thtfik that induftry, and innocence. 
And fweet content, and genial hame-bred joy. 
Should fiKHnibnr natiTe manlions be cxpdl'd. 
And dwid: paOefliBrs llain pesha^ bythc. hands 
Of brutal vioieace; or doam'^Ui kad 
A Gfe not worth the aeae, the pocy <^ want. 
Of wae^ofiui^ilh.; 'twas iadeed wiib. tsars 

I thought 
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I thought upon it, and each human glory 
Faded before me. 

'Twas moft lamentable ; 

; -I could mcthinks weep, weep my fad eyes dry 
At the relation, had I not fworn folemnly, 
When fome years fmce loft in the ihelting mood 
{ Iplay'd the fool egregioully, ne'er more 

- To weep at any.ratcr— Thefe are fwoct feelings ; 

■ I lofe a deal of joy, I know full well. 
By not indulging them : fweet dainty feelings. 
.What a fine tale haft thou been telling me, 
Of trouble fame companions, difmal fights. 
And foft compaflion melting into tears J 
Think'ft thou I can't fee through '■ all theie 

pretences f 
Once, but not lately, once, when yet a boy, 
I felt I- know not what of odd emotions ; 
The peevifli, amorous, whining, doating god 
Had with his arrow pierced my Hver through. 
When abfent from my^love ; but not my wife ; 
I figh'd, and groan'd, and fliook my peniive head* 
And fought out defert rocks, and nodding pines. 
And murmuring ftreams to foothe my fickening 

foul. 
And if a friend by chance had found me out. 
And aik'd what ail'd me. Ail me, gravely faid I, 
I'm pitying the vices of the world. 
And thinking of its follies; though myfelf 

Was then a child of folly, and as true a one 

As 
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As any (he e'er bore; a woman's fool. — 
But do not weep again ; when thefe fame wars, 
Thefe curfed wars, are over, it (hall fee 
It's own tnie love again. 

Col. Now may I die 

Ar. NofalfeprofeilionSjgoodmyfriend; diefay'flthou! 
No, live; live whillt thou may'ft;— -we ftand upon 
A hanging bank fad crumbling in the flicam 
Of headlong time ; if fwoll'n by rains, or vex'd 
By raging winds, perhaps an hour, a moment, 
Sweeps us ayray ; and Ihall we aid, ourfelves, 
Each fatal accident } Heap up a load 
Upon our (hoiilders, doubling our own weight, 
And plunging in the waves before our day ? — 
Likeft thou the metaphor ? Come then with me ; 
And we'll to-night laugh off thefe cloggingweights ; 
So that at lead we will infure ourfelves 
Some twelve hours loilger ; hence with difcontent ; 
Why ihould we purfe our brows up, when the hand 
Of youth, would keep them fmooth ? Come we're 

expected ; 
Sextus will be obeyed ; go thou my friend 
Without compulfion. 

Col. I will follow ftrait. 

Go thou before. 

Ar. No, thou Ihalt with me go. 

If once the fowler caft afide his eyes. 
The (tricken bird he thought a defined prize. 
Hides in the fet^; he looks around in vain. 
The Ihy eluder ne'er fliall he obtain. {Extunt. 
H ACT 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. TTieTant o/Sexlus. 
Sextus, Titus, Arons, Brutus, Collatinus, 

HORATIUS, HERAflNIUS, 

And others, as dritiktng after tki Banquet. 
BxuTUS, pretending Drunkennefs. 

I fay it was not rig^t, it was not right, [7i>Her. 
And had you been in Greece you'd have learn'd 

otherwife ; 
Contrary to all the rules of war ! Why, look ye. 
Sir ; — What's your name J — You know no more 

of the Diatter 
Than a crack'd egg. — A general indeed ! — 
What fignify numbers ? — Superiority ! 
I fay fuperiority is a word 
I have no complaifance for ; — No, Sir, none ;— 
And I would beat the Rutili, though their armies 
Were full of fuperiorities. 
Ar. He would, indeed, 

You ftand no chance, Herminius, if you talk 
With Brutus on the art of war. 

Br. 
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£r. I think fo; 

I think fo truly j let my head alone 
For the art of war ; I have a brain, I have ; — 
Look ye — ^the art of war— is a fine art : 
You muft not talk with me, indeed you muft not t 
No, no. — Hard, grating talk ! But Ws) 

the end, the end. 1 ^ 

Lieftilieachfparkofreafon,deepobfcured f -^ 
Beneath ditlimulation'sclofe-drawn veil. J 

Hir. I humbly afk your wifdom's pardon, Brutus ; 
I did not mean oSence \ and know in argument 
I Ihould come off with you at fecond beft. 

5r. I do believe it, indeed — the art of war ! 
You talk of the ait of war ! 

^tx. No more, no more ; 

Come, fill your glafles round till they o'erflow ; 
Here's to the art of war, and noble Brutus I 

AIL Here^ to the art of war, and noble Brutus! 

Sex. Would I'd a crown of laurel here to bind ' 

Around the brow of Brutus, green as that 
Which Ihades Apollo's ever-youthful front. 
Ne'er fcar'd by the blading light'ning, or burnt up 
By the fun's fcorching ray ! — But I have none ;— 
What honours fliall we give to noble Brutus \ 

Tit, Rcfign thy feat ; create him arbiter \ 
And bend before him. 

Bt. Yes, 111 be arbiter;— 

What ! we've more virtue's friends than one or 
two J — 

H 3 Bacchus 
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Bacchus himfelf is but a fool to me : 

I will cry lo longer than he Ih^l.— 7 

J 'II teach you how to drink, pome, never flinch it, 

Here's to the cultivation now of ethics, 

Ethos, our Mos, it is of Qreek ejttiadion. 

Aye, and I'd have you all to know it too, 

I am a fcholar, that I am ; and learning, 

I fuek'd it with my milk. 

Col. O miferable, and degraded type [^/ifide. 

Of man ! unhandy and half-finifh'd work 
Of nature! Js this a thing to laugh at? No. 
I could not laugh, tho fmiles were plenty with me 
As the hairs ifpon my head. 

Sex, Come, my good Brute! why fit weftiU? Ourlips 
Are thirfty, and with earneftnefs defire 
The beverage of the god; put round, put round. 

Br. We willfo, whenwepleafe. Brute fay you! Brute! 
Are we not arbiter r Are vre not royal? 
Kingofthefeaft — Brute! Brute, Sir, in your teeth. 
What! Enite indeed! 

■^r. \Ioft noble arbiter ! 

Tit, Moil royal king of the feaft ! if it pleafe your 
greatnefs. 
The dignity, and height of your large excellency ! 

Sex, Mod worthy and renowned I abfolute Sir ! 

Br. We're mollified; and bear not callous ears. 

Sex. Come then, here's to the faiieft nymph in Italy \ 
And (he's in Rome. 
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^r. Here's to the faireft nymph in Italy ; 
And the is not in Rome. 

Sex. Where is Ihe then f 

^r, Alk CoUatinus; and he'U name CoUatia. 

Sex. His wife .' 

^r. E'en fo. 

Tit. Is it fo, Collatinus? 

Well, 'tis praifc-worthy in this vicious age 
To fee a yotmg man true to his own fpoufe.-^ 
Oh! 'tis a vicious age. — When I behold 
One who is bold enough to fteer againfl 
The wind and tide of cuHom, I behold him 
With veneration ; 'tis a vicious age. 

JJer, to Hor. True things are faid in jeft ; I like not this. 

Rpr. Nor I. 

^r. Our youths are waxing warm. — ^To my feign'il 
part [Afide, 

Pretended fleep Ih^l give fome little paufe. 

Col. Princes, I afk you not Jo ftay 

Your mirth, though I'm the fubjeil; if to love 
My wife's ridiculous, I'll join the laugh; 
Though haply I Ihall not laugh at myfelf. 

^T. The confcious wood was witncfs to his fighs. 
The confcious Dryads wiped their watery eyes, 
For they beheld the wight forlorn to-day, 
And fo did I ; — but I ihall not betray. — 
Here now he is however, thanks to me; 
Thai is, his fcmblance, for his foul dwells hence. — 
How 
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How was it when you parted? She;— My 1oy« 
Fear not, good footh I'l! very Conftant prove.— 
He;— And Co will I, for wherefoe'Cr I fteer, 
Tis but this mortal clay, my loul is here. 

Sex. And pr'ythee, Collatinus, in what trim 

Did the god Hymen come to thee? How drefs'd. 
And how equlpp'd? I fear me much he left 
His torch behind, fo that thou couM'ft not Tee 
A fault in thy beloved, but haft fincc 
Judg'd by the toaCh alWie ; or was the blaze 
So burning bright, rhat thy bedazzled eyes 
Have fince refilled iheir office ? 

Co/. And doth Sfflttus 

Judge by his own experience then of others ! 
To him, t make no doubt, hath Hymen's torch 
tJifcovered faults emJw: what pity 'twas 
He had not likewife in his other hand 
A mirror brought, wherein to have read himfelf. 

Sex. 'Tis well ; I like thee now : and this I anfwer j 
Now thou art gay, I will be mighty grave, 
And much we fliall not lofe by the interchange! 
In fobef fadnefs, this my own experience 
Hath taught me ; this is my opinion, 
Of which I would not give a tittle up, 
Though ftrait-laccd Pallas Ihould appear in perfon. 
That women are moil dear, delicious, 
Inconilant creatures, artful, amorous. 
Fruitful infchemcs to pleafetheirchangefiil fancies, 
And fruitful in refoiirces when difcovered. 

Before 
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Before afluruice, and a tODgpe weU-hii)ged« 
They fall by thoufands ; a Drait back, a 1^ 
Well-turn'd, and nimble, cutting quick vaultswdt, 
A lively eye, yet in their prefencc bending 
As if o'er-awed i thefe, with the aforefaid graces, 
■Will madden them by millions ; from the girl 
Who feeds on chalk, to the grave married matroa 
Who is £0 challe, forfooth, Ihe wipes her moutb 
After her buftiand, left the breath of man. 
If fettling theie too long, Ihould taint her virtue. 
I ufe them as they are ; their native paflion, 
I know, is love of novelty ; however. 
Others more fubaltem, as love of riches. 
Grandeur, and Ihew, may fecm to over-fway it; 
Hence, tha they fwear they love me wonderous - 

well 
After fome little time, I kaowthe gentle 
And pretty creatures heed not the ftrift truth 1 
I know it is not for myfelf they love me ; 
So delicacy bids me rove again j 
I pleafe their darling paHion, and am hiefa'd, 
Cel. This is the common cant j the flale, grofs, idlcf 
Unmeaning jargon of all thofe who, conTcious 
Of their own lilttenefs of foul, avoid 
With timid eye the face of modeft virtue. 
All thofe who to the name of womanhood 
Join dignity of foul, and innocence 
Unftain'd by inward bale defirc ; who llufli'd 
With triumphs over thofe they djre attack. 

The 
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The weak, or forward, thofe whofe lines of featurtf 
Proclaim there's no refiftance to be made, 
Or thofe who fpring obtrufive forth, and meet 
Half-way the doughty champions ; ftrait declare, 
(And fain would make their fhallow notions 

current) 
That woman-kind are all alike, all arrant 
And willing daughters of the game, and hoot 
At virtue, whcrefoever fhe palTes by them. 
I have feen fparks like thefe, and I have feeii 
A Httle worthlefs village cur all night 
Bay with incelTant noife the filver moon, 
While ihe ferene, throned in her pearled car 
Sail'd in full ftate along.— But Sextus' judgment • 
Owns not his words, and the refemWance glances 
On others, not on him. 
Let it glance where and upoii whom it will, 
Sextus is mighty carelefs of the matter. 
When to the moon we ftray for fimiles, 
'Tis to be fear'd, our wit is lunatic. 
However, my intent went with my words. 
Now hear what I have feen : I 've feen fome fathers 
Whohavcwithcarekept up their daughters houfed, . 
For no deformity of mind or perfon ; 
No, not in the leail ; tho wherefore otherwife 
They chain them thus, heaven knows: I have 

feen men 
Who have thefe monfters married ; pardon me, 
' I meant thefe extraordinary beauties i 

Young 
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Young'men indetiif and novices ^t way, 
Aod dief M fuch s rate havo doated on them— 

Cfl. Sextus, no more, left I forget myfelf, 
And thee. 1 Veil thee, prince — 

At. I tdl you both — GreM king of gods aiti men ! 

Whymuftvrttongue-tiod fit, and mute, attending 

To Itrawls like Atik} Are th^e fit-oferingE 

For Bacchub' fhrine? He, peacsfulgod, delights 

In otiKT gifb ; a plagtie upon you both! 

If ye muft needs r»il thus, ftay till to-niOTrow, 

And to it fading. — Collatinus, think not 

I difcommend thy waraith, it is becoming. 

Tit. ' Indeed I rate^ it high in edimationi 
Flddi^ in love fe a rare quality. 
And merits pralfe: but howmuch rarer is it, 
Atid more deferving praife in married life? 
Hold, Sextus, htM for (baxtic. • 

Sex. Why, pray, good Kr, may I not praife the wife 
Of diis fame tefty froward gentleman ? 
Her fliape fleddef ahd delicate ? her face 
Breathing the air of beauty ? her fweet eyes. 
Their fire ihetbwiy temper'dl (though I never 
Beheld her in itiy life) yet why might itbt 
My tongue, prompted by pr^nant faiK^, form her 
A type of excellent perfeflion ? 
And from her perfon turning, (as I IhoUld, 
Had I not been withheld by intentiptSon) 
Have on hn* many virtues defcanted, 
But on his cheek dSince muft quivering fit, 

I And 
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And dream'd-of infill the atxMive •child 
Of mifconllruAion, whofe near-figtited eye 
Difcerns not jell from real i 

And woi^ Sextus 
Fcrruade me, that I am indeed fo weak. 
As that' my brain confufed, blends oppofits 
And fundry kinds of phantalles together. 
Pairing by all dillinaion i that I read 
The aifts and words of others, always contrary 
To their intent i E'en think fo, there's no harm 

ia it i 
I heed it not ; jcH on ; III aid your humour 
Let Aruns ufe me for his mirth and laughter, 
And Titus deck me with ironic praife; 
With all my care I'll follcr the miftake ; 
Nor Ibalt my felf-importance undeceive you. 
But when you touch a nearer, dearer fubjed, 

. Perilh the man, nay, may he doubly peri^^ 
Wbocanlitllill, and hear with Ineaking coolnefs. 
The tealt abufe or fhadow of a Oight 
Caft on ths woman whom he loves ! though here 
Your praife and blame are equally alike. 
Nor really add the leall, or take away 

■ From her a hundredth minim of a ^in. 
Of her true value, more than they would add 
To the holy gods, or from thur Rate diminilh. 
If that a man might dare to ope his lips 
When Collatinus frowns, he, I prefume. 
Without incurring cenfure of prophanenefs. 

Or 
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Or Wafphemy gainft his domeftic, private. 

Conjugal goddefs, might enlarge upon ■ 

The qualities belonging to his own. 

I grant you that Lucretia is divine, 

I don't deny her apotheofis : 

Yet will I fay my wife is not amifs, 

That is, taken as a woman ; your divinities 

Need not r^rd the duties of the houfe, 

Their minds are too fublime : 'tis theirs to range 

In qued of pleafure : piea^re le divine, 

And mortals rnnft not think to grafp at it : 

Yet as a woman, could my eyes but reach 

As far as Rome, I make no doubt they'd fee 

My wife fer otherwife employ'd, and better, 

Far better, as a woman, than die deity ' 

Redding at CoDatia. 

And mine beyond them both employ'd ; morq 

careful. 
More houfe-wife like. ■ 

Weil-timed; I'llfeizeth'occalloRt 
View this Lucretia e'er I Ileep, and fatisfy 
My fenfcs whether bruiting Fame fays true, [Afide, 
I'll ftake my life, and let us mount our horfes. 
And poll away this inftant toward Rome^ 
That vtt Oiall find thy wife, and his, and his. 
Making the moft of this their liberty. 
What ! 'tis the fex : enjoying to the full 
The fwing of licence which their hulbands'abfencp 
j^flbrdf. Ill ftake my life that this is true, 

I 2 ' An4 
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And that my own (ill as I may deferve itj 
Knows her ftatc beft, keeps beft within the boui^ls 
Her (ituation claims; that flie is with her family. 
While your's are feaftii^ at their neighbours' 

boufes. 
Or rioting at home — -Say, Collatinusf ^ 

Col. Had I two lives I'd ftake them on the trid, 
Nor fear to live both out. 

>$M. Jjet us away then. 

jfr. With all my heart. 

Tti. And mine. 

Coi. What would you pray ? 

You are not really mad ! 

Sex, ' He would retra^l 

What he hath faid ; but we'll proceed to trial ; 
Thou goeft with us> by Jupiter. 

Co/. Is it right. 

Think you, had we a caufe more urgent, thus 
To leave the camp ? Should Tarquin hear of it — 

Sex. Oh,beednotTar<]uin; peace — fubmiflion — peace. 
We'll wing our hoifes ; well we may get there. 
And back a^in, e'er the ihriU-ibunding bird 
Pipe to the morning ftar. Yet e'er we go, 
Once let the flagon circle to our wives : 
What (ays our arbiter i 

SrutuStJlarting Out of his feigned Jkep. 

Wives ! aye, aye, yes, yes, wives ! there's mine 
A paragon when time was ; aye, and virtuous, 
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Chaftc as the lUy^ aye, and piudent toc^ - 
And a good houfcwifc ; four a little or fo ; 
Tart, tait and humourToiue. Sextus Tarquin, 

Sextus, 
Thou old king's youngcft fon, lay, am I dniok ; 
I am not dnink, by Saturn : thou art Aruns ; 
No, thou art Sextus ; ah, I love thee, Sextus ; 
I will be heard : what dofl thou laugh at, villain ? 

[70 Claudius, whoaUen^s. 
I'm arbiter I fay ; I'm arbiter j 
And to be laiigh'd at ! Why Herminius, 
Z^ugh'd at ! why how, what> Oh — 

[Pretends tofieep again. 
Sex. What my unconqticraUc Brute, again 
Deceas'd ! — C<Hne, kt us hafte to horfe : 
I long to fee this phoenix of her fex. 
This earthly deity, this divine mortal, 
Who hath alone poflelSon u'en of heaven, 
Aod keeps out all the reft of women : a plague ! 
'Tis rather hard on ihtin : rather ia her 
Shews not an over-burthen of good-nature. 
To board up all perfeAioo in herfelf. 
Her qualities dealt forth among the reft. 
Would make them oreads, dryads, oocooteoiptible 
Obje& of worfliip — Collatinus^r-grave ? 
Nay, fmik ; thou'rt not the hrll, (hat hath miftakeo 
A cloud for a fubftance ; women have fine outfides, 
Fair blulhing cheeks, and modeft-looking eyes. 

And 
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And tongues more foft-^-4y«, and hearts, feelit^; 
hearts, 

My CoUatinus ; and in them — Come, come 

Be gay. 
Cot, \ ant not HA. 

Sex. But ffearful for th' event. 

Col. Not in the leaft. 
Sex. A little. 

Cot, Not a whit, 

You do not know Lucretia. 
Sex. But we fhall. 

Come, without more delay. Do you along 

Horatius and Hermintus i 
Hot. In the camp 

Ordcr'd on duty by the King your father. 

Our prefence now is doubly needful. 
Stx. Well, 

£'cn as you plcale. 
At. Bat what of Qrutus there i 

Shalt we take him with us ? 
Stx. Oh, by all means t 

His fhallow hrain is foon o'erflpwed with wine, 

And foon the quick tide ebbs, and leaves him dry. 

We'll to thy tent, Aruns ; let him remain : 

We'll fend for him before we mount our horfes. 

Tho he's fo poor a brute, yet fome how cuftom 

Makes neceffary vile fociely. 

Come, will you hence ? [Exeant. 

Brutus 
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BruT[)s alone. 

Poor, poor iAdeod ; for do one is my friend. 
And I am friend to none : but I fay faUc, 
For I'm a friend to all nuuikind but tyrants. 
Yet have I never known the dear affinity 
Which fprings from mutual tnifl, when the full 

heart 
Sounds to meet heart.; ae'crfdt the double joy 
Cau^t from communication ; and fierce grief 
Hath in my brcaft emptied his ftorc of arrows : 
Nor have I dared feek out one kind phyflcian 
To pour his lenient balm. . Pitied by fome ; 
Laugh'd at by moll ; by my own wife defpifed ; 
Who for convenience wedded, as did I 
For fake of offspring. Would to heaven I had not ! 
For I have been no father to my Tons ; 
I could be none ; their minds unfchool'd, nayworfe^ 
Corrupt \ which they, I fear, and I Oiall rue \ 
And let us me it ; friendlbip I give up, 
And tear each private tie from my fix'd heart ; 
Happy beyond all pollibility 
Of fmall contiaAcd life, could I achieve 
That purpofc. — Could achieve ! — aye, that is it — 
Why can I not achieve it ? Oh, that gnaws \ 
I feel it deeply here. — The tyrant lives, 
A politic tyrant \ curfe on his policy ! 
Forever hath he kept the ftatc in motion. 
Nor given a refting-place on which to fet 

A foot 
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A foot againft him. War eternallf 
Abroad, or works of flavcry at home, 
Buiy the youth of Rome : thele laft, I know, 
III fuit their tree-bom minds ; and difcontent 
Sat lowering in their looks when they left Rome. 
The hopes of plunder only drew them thence, 
Ai»d that forced aidourcool'd by thia dday. 
They murmur in their hearts, and curfe the power 
' And wild Ambition ^tidi hath' brouf^t them 
hidier. 
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The horfes are prepared, the princes wait, 
And bidthee hade. ^■ 

' ■ ■ I fliall attend them — go. 

[£«V Claudius. 
This bears a face. Hold!— Let mc fee.— To give 
Th^e madmen now the flip: and when tficy'rc 

gone, ■ , 

Rufti in the midft of the camp, put on myfelf, 
And with the impetuous language 6f the foul 
Roufe up the enthufiaft f!ame. — 
The foldiers, without doubt, will fee the change 
With wonder, and amaze: and topoflefs them. 
Some god had wrought the miracle, would be 
An holy He, which they perhaps would fwallow: 
And fo their paflions might be work'dto a pitch 
Even of defperation, which would prove 
Fatal to the arch-tyrant. But thcfc paflions 

Will 
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Will foon fublide: and, fond of novelty. 

They'll from the fon expert a milder reign; 

And by fair words, and filver promifes, 

Again be bubbled, and repent too late. 

And what becomes of me ! I die, nought done ; 

Or (kulk away my life in banithment, 

For ever prey'd on by remorfe, not chear'd 

By one faint gleam of what hath long fultain'd me, 

Hope, and which ftill forfakes mc not. Befides 

His fons may have pofleflion of the city : 

And there are hollages, the wives, the children 

Of all the foldiery ; furc, certain pledges 

Of their fidelity : Of this no more. — 

As I am known to none for what I am. 

To me all men are open, and difcover 

Their inmoll thoughts; tho not in words expicfs. 

Yet in the fpeaking motions of their eyes 

And lines of face, in which my mind, unfcen 

As the airy minifters, reads thofe of others. 

Valerius is the foul of honefly. 

Brave, generous, hating arbitrary fway ; 

So is Lucretius, fo are the prime of the army: 

Horatius and Herminius ; fay to thefe 

I IhouJd unfold myfelf ? I will. Tonight, 

When I reach Rome, I'll feek out the two fitft; 

And if I find, on trial, they are apt. 

Will lay fome thare of the load on them, which 1 

Have borne fo long alone ; I think together. 

E'er leaden time fliall creep on many a day, 

K We 
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Wc may contrive fome glorious means to free 
Our bleeding country from the favage gripe 
Of lawlefs power, heal all her feftering wounds> 
And once again attire her in the robes 
Of godlike freedom. \_Exilj 

SCENE n. MotM. 

LvcRETius, to a Servant. 

If any meffenger come from the camp, 
Or with particular and urgent bufmefs, 
You'll find me with Valerius: otherwife, 
To whomfoc'cr enquires, give for an anfwer 
Thai I am gone abroad you know net whtther. 

Serv. I rfidl, my lord. 

Lite- Thia night, in undifturb'd fociety, 

I'll commiinewith Valerius. WTiata man! 
In whom I doubt which moll to admire, the UtiA 
Severity of manners he poflefies. 
And unafTefled virtue, which might well 
Become the days of yore, e'er Samm left 
Thefe our Hefperian fields, andthe jull maid 
Sought the fupernal manfions ; or the unfeign'd 
And pious love he bears his bleeding country ; 
Orthe fmcere, flrong'beaming warmth of friendfliip ■ 
Friendthip! Oh, truly ^orious name ! not that. 
Giddy and thoughtlefs, which inftinfiively 
Leads toward a fancied good, deluded youth, 

By 
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By health begotten, and quick flow of fpirlts. 
Oft fading from the mcKncnt it is born: 
Not that which courtiers deal in, and the knave 
Profefles to his mate, which lafts no longer 
That> fliines the fun of fortune ; but which, proved 
By true experiment, and frequent ufe, 
Is foimd a fettled principle, a tie 
Strengthened by habit ; what is fair and honelt 
Link'd to what's fair and honcA ; fure the man 
Who knows not this ia wretched ; he who knows it, 
' Can ne'er be totally unhappy. [iJciV. 

Enter Brujus, Io ikeServanl, 

Belong'ft thou to Lucretius! 
StTv. Yes. 

^r. I pr'ythee 

Tell him, iinlefs buSnefs of confequence 

Employs his time, I fain would fpeak with him. j^h" 
SifV- He that would fpeak with him at prefcnt, wants " jJT 

What he is not fo likely to obtain. 

Bt. Why hot ? If he's at home 

Serv. Bringfl thou a mef&ge i 

Comcfl tkou froni Tarquin ? 
Br. No. 

Serv. Then I know not 

Where thou canll find him. 
Br. But he muft be found ; 

Matters of moment have I to impart. 

And what concern him nearly. 

K 2 Serv. 
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Serv. I believe it. 

When he returns I'll 

Br. Pr'ythec, honcft friend — 

Doft thou know me ? 
Serv. Oh, mighty well j good night. [^Exit. 

Brutus alone. 

Thus 'tis we pbn ; and thus our favourite fchemes 

Aie blafted in the bud j we travel on 

The road of life ; we caft our fight far forward ; 

We think we fpy the goal, our eyes are fix'd. 

And fancy gives us earneft of pofleOion : 

Meanwhile ten thoufand, thoufand accidents, 

E^ch as minute, and imperceptible, 

As the fine floating threads of Midfunnmer, 

Obliquely crofs us ; fmall, yet flrong as fate. 

Our progrefs is denied ; the nerves of aSion 

Arc firmly fetter'd j as with idle toil 

We ftr ive to extricate ourfelves, dark night fleals on. 

We fall, and haply nevpr rife again, . 

Ne'er fee the ruddy face of morn : or loft 

in fogs and mills rove darkling, till arrived 

At where we firft fet out, we ftrive again. 

Again are baffled by the fturdy trifles. 

And fmk ?* laft fatigued, and quite o'ercome. 

Into the arms of death. Sorrowful thought ! 

But yet in ftriflncfs true. — Come life, come death, 

He hath not lived in vain, who fo hath lived 

To fatisfy himfelf. — Poor argument ! 
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In reafongood, i^i praSice weak. — For me, 

I am not fatisfied, nor will be ratisiicd> 

MilKng the mark.— Words — Words — Deeds 

fpealc the man. 
And there I fail. — But ceafe ; can human power 
Command occafion ? Wreft the fcepter'd fway 
Of mortal things from the llrong rule of heaven ' 
And to its will bend the reludant ftep 
Of coy contingency ? All-potent beings ! 
Into your hands do I refign myfelf. 
If Rome muft fink, if I muft live in vain, 
And die as I have lived, I will not murmur ; 
I'm nothing ; you arc wife, and juft, and good — 
Yet why rot feek Valerius ? Heaven, and earth ! 
It is too late ; here come the rioters ; 
I can't efcape them ; yet a time may be^- 
Yet, hence defpair i {till thou and I are twain. 

£nier Sextus, Titus, Collatinus, Aruns. 

fr. May they -alt ^nk, the vidims of defpair '. 
And may each plague of human life be mine, 
When I again prefume to promife aught 
Upon a woman's head. 

'it. We'retrapp'd indeed. 

And Collatinus bears away the bell. 

ex. I do not think fo. If the women here 
Love miific, there is mufic at Collatia, 
What, if they love feafting apd revelry. 
Are there not feafts and revels at Collatia i 
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jfr. But fuch a hubbub; iach a monftrous din. 
So wild aTOar, I never heard before, 
I couid have fworn; the frantic bacchanals 
Were come from Thrace. The ibrieks of the 

:Sabiiie maids 
When loudeft, were not heard fo far away 
As this fhrill mirth. I fear'd to pafs the threfiiold. 
And trembled for my head ; yet it was well 
Tliat they were all together ; for it faved 
Our precious time. Yet triumph not, my friend i 
Or rather triumph aovf, for now thou maytl, 
Creft.fallen flialt thou be anon. 

Col. For me 

To triumph were abfurd i more fober joy. 
Believe me, fhalt be mine. As for my creft,, 
I truft, a fingic fibre of the plume 
Shall not be foil'd to>night. 

Sex, We'll try that foon. 

Whom have we here ? Hah, 'tis our fugitive — 
What made thee leave us } , What's jthy bufinefs 
here? 

Sr, My bufinefs here ! I have no bufmefs here. 
At yonder corner of the ftreet I mifs'd you. 
And thought you turn'd this way. 

5ex. My witty Brute, 

Give thee a polTibility of wrong. 
And thou wilt ne'er go right. 

Br. I could not help it, 'twas no fault of mine ; 
I came this way, and deem'd that I was right^ 

Tho 
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Tho baulk'd by fortune, I couid not attain 
The fought-for end. But will you turn again 
Down to my houfe ? Shall we not fee my wife? 

StM, Thy wife '. without a doubt we'll fee thy wife : 

But not at prefent ; fome weeks hence or months 
Will ferve the turn: and in the interim 
Takp heed thou givefl her warning of our purpofe* - 
That ihe may be at home — -Now to our horfes. 
Come, hurry, it grows late; I'm all impatience 
To place his haughtinds on an equality 
With thofe he feems ^o mock : a little hour 
Will turn the laugh, when he may dear repent 
This fancied maflerlhif . 

Col. ^J^^^' ^^ *^' 

Speak after at yourl^ifure. 

Sex. -, . ^prefuming! 

So fanguine ftilll'^ futt of hopct! 

Cgl. So furc 

In ftable knowledga. 

Sex. a; Vainfelf-flattery! 

I'll hear no more; haftc, hafte! Brutus, before. 
And lead the way! — The alertnefs of our chief, 
Methinks, ifaould animate us. 

Til. Certainly. 

Ar.' Itdoth; it gives us wings; we cleave die air. 

[^Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. Collatia, 

LucRETiA, at work with her jnaids. 

Lttcr. I thank thee for thy tale, Lavinia, 

Though little heeded ; it would raife my mirth 
Sometimes ; tho now I could not but retreat, 
To that which Clelia had before related. 
And didft thou know the youth my Clelia ? 

Ck. Full well I knew him; 'twas my fitter's fon. 
Oft e'er he died, for he was long a dying, 
I went to fee him; oftimes he ran o'er 
Each circumdance of his unhappy love, 
And the cold fcom which prey'd upon his heart. 
And when his cheeks were wan, and his fair eyej, 
Which once the livelieft that e'er glanced the flame 
Of ardent faithful paflion, were grown dim, 
And fcarce to be perceiv'd ; when his ftrength fail'd, 
And in a low weak tone he cali'd me to him, 
Entreated me, if ever I efteem'd him. 
To keep the fecrct from the cruel maid. 
Nor offer his departed foul a violence. 
By giving pain to her ; then, with a feeble 
And trembling motion, prcfs'd my hand fo his 

bofom. 
Till I was almoft dead as well as he. 

lucr. And what became of her ? I think thou faid'A, 
She with remorfe was feiz'd ; and at the hour 

Of 
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Of midnight, flarting from her bed, fought out 
The gnve where he was buried. 
Clt. There flie died. 

I think, that with the afliftance of Camilla, 
I can make out a dittie, which was framed 
On that occafion j but 'tis melancholy. 
And you have heard enough of woe already. 

Lav, Oh ! for the fake of heaven, keep to yourfelf 

Your gloomy dirge ; remember, that my midrofs 
Lies all alone ; Ihe will cot wink an eye ; 
Or if the does, will dream of them, and wake 
lofadafFright. 

Lucr, Oh,, fear not, my Lavinia: 

Tho much I like thefe tales of native woe, 
I have 00 fuperftition, and no fears. 
Which will difturb repofe. How thou ait moved> 
I know not ; but to me a pleafing c^m 
Succeeds thefe narratives of grief o'erpaft ; 
And though I fympathile, when they are told> 
It is a joy I would not be without : 
For ^ways, ircmy mind, Lavinia, 
The foft delight, which feeling pity brings* 
Tho but indulged 3 moment, far excels 
An age of wanton gay feftivity, 
Which the vague foul enjoys not while it tallei. 
ClelJa, be^in; Camilla, you affift her. 



BALLAD. 
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BALLAD. 

Daughter of fruitlefi woe, arifef 
Aiid i^Mt this ytw-aee's Aoxioiu flude; 

■O'er Nature midnight broodiag hes, 
AmiA poifmcnE vapours load the glade. 

Ah, gcflde firaager, leanc, I pray, 
A wretch with woe foriorn, like mc; 

I wifh to be alone ; thy Ray 
Doth but MgBKrt my mUery. 

Daugbtter i>f f!Kitlc& woe» arife '. 

The^doNdB of bseneo begin to lour. 
The add aotA-ea& aow Uealdy flks. 

And dnrei ^atg the fleety finver. 

Stranger, in nio thou feek'ft to move, 
Tliii pfllMT ^had &ppoit my liead ; 

TIhg grave, in wtiidi lies my tme love, 
Ab, wfam aU, &all I faedead r 

I^ie^r of fnrijlefi woe, cnfel 

DoA tfaov ootknow how rain tiiyt«an? 

Canft thou recall him by thy {ighsi 
Will he return to all thy pnyers } 



Stranger, 
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Stranger, thou didft not know the youth; 

Nor yet the tovc to me he bore ; 
Thou wert no witnefs to his truth, 

Ne'er heard'ft thou his perfuafive lore, 

TooweB, 1 know, my fruWcfs woe. 
Can rie'er fecsll' his vital breath ; 

But I to his embrace can go, 
And feck him in the hoafe of death. 

Daughter of fruitlefs woe, arifef 

Alas! to ears aQ deaf I fpeak; 
Cold d^mps fufilife her dybig eyes, 

Life's quivering beam forfakes her cheek. 

Lucr. Thanks, Cleli^j thanks, Camilla, fin thishumour, 
I 'If pray unto the gods, and then toreft.J [-^fili. 
How wears the night, my damfcis ! Are your tafks 
Near ended?— Gracious Powers! Who enters here! 
My lord! moft welcome 

Enter CoitATiNus, Trrus, SiXTus, Brutus, 

Aruns. 

Cal. Welcome, thefe my fiends, 

Lucrctia, our right royal mailer's fons ; 
Fading this way, I have prevail'd with them. 
To honour onr poor houfe, 

L a lu£r. 
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Lucr. Welcome, yourfdf ! 

And doubly welcome, that you bring fuchfricnds! 
To whom I offer filent thankfulnefs. 
My heart is full of joy — ^Retire, my damfels. 
And think on other work. 

At. Rather, fair lady. 

Anger {hould meet us, thus unfeafonably. 
And with abrupt intrufion, breaking in 
On facred privacy. 

Lucr. No, my good lord ; 

Thofe to whom ray love, and my refpefl is ducj 
Can ne'er intrude upon rae ; had I known 
This vifit, you, perhaps, might have been treated 
With better cheer, notaniorc kind reception. 
This evening, little did I think my houfe 
Would have poffefs'd fuch lodgers, 

Tit. Rather, lady, 

Such birds of padage ; we muft hence to-night. 

Lucr. To night ! Doth not my lord, fay no to that ? 

Col. I would, Lucretia ; but it cannot be. 
If the houfe yield a fmall collation, 
To fet before your guefls, I pray prepare it : 
Wc muft be at the camp, e'er morning dawn \ 
An hour or two will be the utmolt limit 
Allow'd us here. 

Lvcr. With all the fpeed I can, 

lU play the caterer ; though I am tempted. 
Would that delay yout journey, to be tardy. 
And prove a fluggilh houfewife. {Exit. 

Ar. 
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This is, indeed, a wife \ here the difpute 

MuA end. Henceforth, there's no comparifon. 

I could have fworn it was not in my nature, 

To envy any married man his bargain; 

Nor do I envy thee: but 'tis a wife 

Of wives, I needs muft own, ajewelpick'd 

From outthe common pebbles. To havefoundhcr 

At work among her maids, at this late hour. 

Plying the needle, is not {Irange at all. 

When I have feenwhat I beheld juft now, 

(And yet I could not have believ'd e'en that) 

But to bepleafed at our rude interruption, 

Not to fqueeze out a quaint apology. 

As, " I am quite afham'd ; To unprepar'd f 

'' Who could have thought! Would I had known 

of itl" 
And fuch-like gcntk bints, to tell her guefls 
She wilhes them away ; this carriage caufes 
Some little wonder. — Envy ! Nt^^Yes — ^No- 
I give thee joy^ my friend ; and yet her beauty, 
Might in fome men, raifc envy ; but I know not^. ' 
What envy means. — ^Thou'rt happy, Collatifius^ 
Thou muft be happy, if thou know'fl thy happinefs. 
What think'ft thou, Bfutus ? 

Happinefs conlids 
In thought, in thinking ; that's to fay, that happinefs 
Is ours if we are happy— :that's to fay. 
We're happy, if we think that happinefs 
Is ours, then wc are happy. 

Ar. 
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Ar. That's all true ; 

Or, that's to fay, in verity thy words 
Are wondrous wife ; the cream of rhetoric, 
And marrow of morality, is thine. 

Tit. I muft exprcfs my fMisfaftion too ; 

And glad I am, that our difpute occafion'd 
This jonniey h({her ; if once Gt^atinus 
Complatn'd of my ironic praife, his confcieocc 
Mufl tell l»ni I'm flncere, when I affirm 
I ihink him blefs'd beyond comparifon 
In fuch a peerlels dame. 

Col. Enough, enot^. 

The Gods forbid I flwtild affta indifference. 
And fay jTiti flatter me ; I am moft happy. 
But Sexms heeds us not ; he feems quite loff. 

Ar. Regard him not ; thefe reveries yoo know 
Are common to him. He will fewn recover. 

Sextus, to hmfdf. 
Had fhe (laid here (ill now, I fhouM have done 
Nothing but gaze. Nymphs, goddefles. 
Are fairies ; nothing can, in heaven or earth, 
Be half fo fair ; Venus in flefti and Wood I 
Love's tme divinity \ If fuch the charms 
Which meet the eye, oh, what delicious beauties ! 
With what a frenzy of delight — But thefe 
The hulband muft alcme— to me the fenfes 
Are bounded ; yet my warm imagination, 

Pregnant with rapture 

At. 
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Ar. BruUii, go and woke 

Yon abfent dreamer. 

Br. What ho ! Scxtus, Sextus ! 

Stx. What, Brutus, ho ! Come quick, a Salian dance E 
Well done, moH brHk and active, why a nimbler 
And lighter bed, an auitude ntore grace&il 
I iie'er beheld : by Jove, I'll xecommead thee 
To the prieAs, and thou flialt head the band; what 

fa/ftthoui 
And Jptte of thy niclc-name, well have it pofted 
In flaming dtara&ers upon tfay back, 
*' This is a naO)" left by thy motions cheated, 
The pe^^ take thee f« a bear — ^What mean'ft 

tbouj 
How dareft thou laugh at me ? Am I thy jell F 

Br. I know jiot what this acculation means. 

I did not laug^ Say, did I, Amns, Titus } 

Ar. You did, I ne£ds inufl iay it. 

Tit. And at him. 

Br. At him I nevei laugh'd in all my life. 

Tit, Nay iben, thou didA at us. 

Ar. What dofl thou fee 

In us ridicukxis i Aie our faces changed } 
hoak. we like monkeys i Are our noles flztten'd ? 
And tails grown out ^ 

Br. Nay, now I fee you laugb 

At me ; now aie you joot in jeft, I pray i 
Was you not, Sextus } Yes, you haply think, 
I can't fee throu^ it, when you laugh at me; 

But 
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But I, perchance, read men a little deeper 
Than you imagine. 
jir. Why I never doubted 

Of thy fagacity ; I always found thee 
Mo{l wife, moft apt, Ihrewd, quick, and capable ^ 
Yet when thou pleafeft to relax, thy wit 
Leaves mc in doubt, whether I (hould prefer 
The mirth-engendering friend, or cool advifer. 
Br. That's fpokcn like himfelf now, that's like Aruns^ 
Tit. Brutus, I heard the ftrangeft thing laft week ! — 
Br. Aye, aye ! What was it ? Tel] mc. 

[Ar. Br, Tit. Col. apart. 
Stx. I muH and will — ^What then i I do not care. 

Marriage I A trick ; nature ne'er meant it- 
marriage ! 
Why how dare any man afliime a right 
To keep from me that beauty heaven created 
To inflame my Ibul when look'd on, and placed 

there 
PaflioDS to take the alarm, and with wild wing 
Ru(h maddening toward the objeA tliey defire i 
I muft poflefs her. But, her chaftity — 
Away, frofty idea ! — Others chafte 
Have feem'd, and but have feem'd. The fnow 

vrould lie 
For ages, unaflail'd by the warm air. 
But fliould 0)6 — FoKc ! DO, no. And yet why 
not? 

PeaC6> 
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Peace, undigellcd thoughts ! Down, down, till 

ripen 'd 
By further time ye bloom. 

Tit. and At. laughing, 
Aruns^o Titus. 
, Who, Sextus i Yes I have feen fuch an one ; 
I faw him at the liege of Ardea. 
I thou^t he was a foldier of indifferent. 
Moderate valour ; 'twas reported tho 
A little fearful : but being fon to the ting. 
The common people dared but mutter it. 

Sex. I thank you; what you judge me meditating 
I know not : but both now, and heretofore. 
My mind was in the camp. How wine could 

heat us 
To fuch a mad exploit, at fuch a time, 
Is Ihameful to reflet on ; let us mourn 
This inftant, and return. 

Col. Now we are here, 

It will incroach but liule on the ni^t. 
Should we partale the (lender fare together. 
Which will by this aw^t us. Pray, my lords. 
This way. 

Stx. Along ; we follow flrait. — Ye walls, difclofe not 
My dark conceptions ; I'll ere long return. 
Till when, my foul, by this fierce Iting tormented. 
Will rage unfatisfied, and feel no leA. {Exit. 
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ACT IV. 

S C E N E I. The Camp. 

Aruns. Titus. 

Ar. A knave ! a bare-born knave ! But if he doth not 
Severely pay for the infult. — Such a villain ! 
I offer'd him the value of his horfe ; 
He would not part with it, not he: hewouldnot i 
But force, perf(Hx;c he Ihall. A churlilh Have — 
I'll have the horfe, were there i guard around it 
Of fifty thoufand men, all of them knights — 
Aye, and his head to boot. 

Tit. What, brother, hath the wind affivnted you ? 
Talk you to air f And chide the pafling gale 
For blowing in your face i 

Ar. He hftd the afTurance 

To re^on with me too : but if I do not 
Marr all his reafoning for the future, may I — 
WhM» Tituii 

TU. . Even he. 

J^. You fee me moved-— 

Would you have thought it } Such a paltry, bafe, 
ill-manner'd groom ! A Roman knight \ a hind — 
A vile unpolilh'd hind — 

Tit. 
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Say, who is this ? 
Who is this > He, there — what d'ye call him ? 

Fabius. 
A knight ! a villain : but may all the gods 
Lay on me all their heaviefl punilhments. 
If he within thefe two hours doth not treat 
The hungry worms! Nay, and I'U mount his 

horfe, 
The horfe he loves fo well : the horfe lie would not 
Part with to me ; I'll mount that very horfc. 
And make him prance upon the very fpot 
Where his warm corpfe lies buried, and ram in 
His earthen bed fuU clofdy round about him- 
Then (ee who'll reafon, who'll pretend to prate ; 
Then fee — 

Why what is this ) I hear of Fabius, 
Of Fabiuf and a horle, and threats on threats. 
Be calm, be coed. 

I've not been 10 a paflion ; 
No, not in the leaA t but if I don't make him 
A feafful fpccimcn of my revenge, 
A leffon to be read with Ihivering horror 
By all the knights in the army— If I do not, , 
Ne'er may my pallid check ajgain be red j 
Ne'er may my wriidded brow again be finooth ; 
Ne'er may the flafli of anger quit my eye ; 
May my whole vifage ne'er regain its turn 
Of native feature ! If I'm not revenged, 

M i May 
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May all the complicated ills of life 
AITail me ! 

Tit. Oh, ye gods ! bow pallion alters 

The nobleft of your works ! And is this Anins ? 
Is this the fon of Tarquin^ This the brother 
Of Sextusandof Titus? what! tum'd woman! 
Scarcely fhouM I have feen my wife thus rage 
In impotence of words, denied a bauble. 
Had'fl thou defired what thou could'ft not poflefs, 
I might forgive thee; could'ftthou not revenge, 
I might excufe this florming with the tongue. 
But when thou may'ft poflefs what thou defirefl. 
And when revenge attends upon thy beck. 
Ready to punilh infult, why this clamour ? 
This idle incffedual rhapfody 
Of empty words? 

Ar. Empty or not, I reck not. 

I fpake to pleafe myfetf. Muil I be curb'd 
By every one ! Not fpeak f Nay, Thus, ftay, 
You leave me not. 

Tii. Then pr'ythee fpeak to the purpofc. 

Ar. I'll fpeak of this fame horfe, no other theme. 
And of the bafe-born varlet who beflrode it ; 
A currilh mifcreant ; but let that pafs. 
Should one of Phffibus' Aeeds tire in his wain. 
This would fupply its place. A flave! atraitor! 
I alk'd him if he would exchange with me. 
And bade him cull my dud. — The head fo form'd ! 
Anfwering in niceft fymmetry each limb — 

Such 
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Such harmony of (hape! Such jull proportion! 
I ae'er faw llimgth with beauty (o combined. 
An eye of fire! A neck clad in effiilgence, 
And glorious as the arched bow of heaven!— 
He told me, 'twas the only thing he loved. 
His fole delight, his pride; afk'd me, if I 
Would willingly give up the thing I loved; 
Suppofe my miltrefs; begg'd I'd not dcfire him; 
Was forry that he rauft refufc me; would I 
Give him the bcft Italia e'er produced, 
Nay, give him three for one ; in brief, he could not. 
He would not part with it. — Such a fine creaturel 
It ne'er was got by mortal Sire ; the dam 
Was furely by the nonhem wind impregn'd. 
The grafs bends not beneath his feet ; he's fwitter 
In his career than is a morning fun-beam; 
And gracefiil as the wing of Mercury, 
Sliding to earth upon an azure cloud. 
The herald of the gods. A vital fpirit 
Informs each fibre, and direfts its motions. 

Tii. Enough, enough. 

jlr. No, it is not enough. 

This horfe is mine, it ihall be mine at leall ; 
I would not part with it for half a kingdom. 
Poor, foolifh Fabius! Little doth he think 
My minifter of vengeance dogs his heels. 
When thou difmounteft, Fabius, clap his neck. 
Speak to him lovingly, as thou wert wont. 
Take thy lall leave, nor fee the hand of death 
Aim'd at thy unarm'd fide. 

EnUr 
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£n£erCLAVDivs. 

At. Is the deed done? 

Ci^K<^. Fabtus, re fled my Lord. 

At. Fled, fay'ft thou? Whither? 

Claud. Sufpe^ing, as I think, my Lord, fome ill, 
And confeious of his juft deferts, he rode 
On to the p<»llem gate; I foBow'd him, 
Refohr'd Bo execute what you commanded. 
Far ofCupon the diftant hiils appear'd 
A hand of the Rutilian foragers. 
He Ae fliarji Ipur ftucfe in his horfe's fides, 
Gare himthe rein, and mingled with them Urait. 
They Awited, whed'd in concert to the ri^t, 
And foon efcaped oiy eye. 
At. Thou wert too flow. 

My puipofc knowa, thou fliouidli have put on 

wings 
As quick as thought : thoo wert too (low, too flow. 
Claud.My Lord, unless I hadbcen more than human, 
And could have trod with ftep invifible. 
And fwifter than the pafling moments do, 
I cotild not hare done more, it was impoflible. 
Ar. Impoflible t tut, there's a word ; impoflible! 
There's no fuch thing but in the vapid brain 
Of ft)ols andcowards. Why, thou fluggilh varlct, 
EWl thou not know it ? 
Gaud- ■ ' What, nty gracious Lord i 

Ar. If thffli doft not, go hence about thy bufinefs. 

And 



Digilis^byCOOgle 



LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 87 

And dream of it by rhe way, [£*iV Claud.] Ti* 

no thing — nothi ng. 
He that lets flip ac opportunity, 
Deferves to lofe the fight of it for ever. 
'T!s but an actidcnt j it doth not fignify, 

Ti(, Why thou art quile become the flave of humouf. 
And froward as a child. - 

Ar. Oh, heavenly Wifdom ! 

I fee thy fliining pn^efs mid the lUrs, 
Brightening the galaxy I To thee the orbs 
Pay adoration from their lucent fpheres ! 
Thou crown 'fl the everlafling fount of day 
With dazzling radiance ! Thou lead'fl on the yeai! 
The feafons In their varied Uveriea ! 
And, more than all the reft, infpirell the foul 
Of thy warm votary Titus ! — Let me feel, 
Oh, facred goddefs ! but the faintell touch 
Of thy benignity, and I will look 
With fuch a gravity, an air fo folemn. 
As doth thy bird from out the hollow oaJc» 
Circled with cbfping iry !— ^h, what pity 
That I (hould pray in vain, who pray fo feldom ! 
What then remains ? To hurl a curfe or two 
At that blind ftrumpet Fortune, who takes care 
Always to break my ftiins with her damn'd whcd 4 
To laugh in fpite of her, a peevilh laugh i 
To wifli all men no happier than myfelf i 
To wifh that I were fuch a fool as Biutus, 
(As they are happieft whofe fenfe is fmallcft) 

Siace 
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Since I can't be fo wife, fo fage as Titus. 
And fo, farewcl ! I'll even to my tent, 
And try if I can lleep out this long fiegp ; 
For waking llumber is the word c^ fleep. 
And fo, farewcl ! 
,Tit. Farewel ! 

:Aff^ But ftay, infonn mc. 

If all thy gravity and wifdom knows. 
Where Sextus leads his vagrant feet ? Lall night 
I mifs'd him. Privately, as I'm inform'd. 
He left the camp; but for his de/tination 
I could n(rt learn it : know'ft thou ? 
Tit, No, I know not, 

Ar. I might have guefs'd fo ? 'twere a thing as eafy 
To fay when laft Jove put on hisdifguife, 
Slunk out at heaven's back gate, and what Alcmena 
Received him to her arms. A plague on fecret 
Myfterious hidden letchery, I fay ! 
Why can't a man be open in his dealings? 
Give me the eafy fair who wilt not blufh, 
Tho the broad fun Ihould ftare her full j'th' face. 
A plague on pains taking! Your (ly intriguers 
Are the only whoremaAers ; all the reft are challe. 
And fornication is necedity. 
Imagination mull forfooth be tickled; 
Your fqueamifh ftomachs muft be tantalized. 
E'er they'll be hungry. Hence youramorousparlics, 
Whifpering from windows, fqueezing of the hand, 
Glaoces> the lewd interpreters of thought ; 

Who 
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jMence all die nionkey tricks* which e'en the voman 

Who caufes, laughs at — Foh! I'm lick to death — 

Sudl vntk than alTefi in the Ihape of men! 

A [>iiD{Hag pleaTure too, oot worth th« toU 

Of ftrctcbing out an uta thus far. Whoit Juno 

"WiU be tnjr parjunotir, I'U turii gfJlaat, 

Get me a pair of wings, and every night 

Mount tip to her ethereal bed-chamber. 

Till when, I leave intrigues to iJue and ScKtus. 

And fo, farewel ! 1 11 to my contemplations. [Exit. 

I koow thy cont^npiations wvll ; beneath 

That gatb of chiding fpleen, aad difcoataxt, 

Ambiticm couches, thougb thoa &eni'ik uofteady 

As tite vague laoon ; sow, gay at florid fj^ing 

Intoat upoa ddight i bovci clowlad o'crt 

And four as bleak December i rating iA tbc morn, 

What ihou ia the erctiiog pric«d'ft ; yet the eagle 

l^Ooks iwt with ^e morc tix'd vpoa the fUn, 

Than thou on royalty. I've ioetithte through. 

And Sextut -is not to enflavcd Ui plaalun. 

But that ambition cbims the vp^ feat 

In tii( af[HfiDg BHttd. I've feea throng both. 

Three kings at once ! no, tb^ can never be. 

One only bivd artfes from the afiies 

Of the ii]q»eriij ph<Enix 4 in the Sty 

There's but one glorious light. Let Tarquin die, 

And thefe young Czyons mult not fpoil the growth 

Of the dder towering oak ; to o'ertop their heads, 

And^Kcp them down, cannot perhaps be done ; 

N They 
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They grow too quick. But ftill they may b<^ 

Wafted; 
The canker-worm may prey on them in fecret ; 
Or one good ftroke of a keen axe urged hornet 
In all their pride of foliagei lays them low- 
But peace ! Sextus, I fee, is near at hand. 

Enter Sextos. 

Sextus, welt met. What, thou, with matchlefs 

care, 
From when the fun left his wavc-quilted couch,' 
Haft, full of anxious thoughts, and fcorning reft, 
Been iravcrfing the camp ? How ftand the foldiers 
AfFedcd to their duty ? Doft thou think 
Ourditch and palifades wilt guard as well? 
And is the rampart ftrong in every quarter ? 
Or haft thou been an efpial toward the city ? 
Keep they the guard of the wall with ufual 

ftriflnefs ? 
Haft thou found out a weaker place unknown ? 
Or hath thy working brain yet wove the net. 
Or limed the twig, or dug the faul pit-fall> 
For their deftru£lion ? 

Every hour of time 
Hath its peculiar and allotted bufinefs. 
There is an hour for war and vigorous a3ion ; 
Theft is an hour for counfel and advice ; 
There is an hdur for wine, and noifc, and madnefs ; 
There is aa hoor for plcafure, and the feats 

Which 
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Which wanton Venus ever joys to look on. 

Laft night, my Titus — 
Tit. Was the hour of time 

When Sextus— 
Sex. Pr'ythcc take the fadi at once- 

Lay with Lucretia — Why that moon-eyed ftare? 

Lay with Lucretia — Doll thou underlland mc? 

Lay with Lucretia — Need I to repeat it f 

Tis what my tongue could dwell upon with 
rapture. 

Thro the infinite dercent of rolling ages. 

Let my eyes fparkling with the new-caught joy ; 

Let my cheeks flain'd with a more genial hue ; 

Let all the dancjng trai^fports whjch play o'er 

My face ; let thefe my aims which hcjd her clofe 

In twined emljcace ; let thefe my lips which 
jtifs'd her, 

Suck'd in her charms, and now ftill talte the 
impreOton ; 

Let every atom of this body tell th^ ^ . 

That I enjoy'd Lucretia. 
Tit, Wha*, the wjfe 

Of poUatinus ! of thy friend ! thy kinfman 1 
Sex. Of Coliatinus, of my friend, and kinfman ; 

Nearer related now indeed than ever. 

But fay, isXitus'confcience then grown fqueamifijj 

Was it ddnuch'd Ia{t night, that 'tis fo fickly, 

.So puling in the morning P 

Na m 
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7i^ Hot SL iriih ; 

But flrucb with foDM aAonlflimwti howfVCr.. 
Lucvetia I and the wif« of CoUatinus ! 
By her confent too ! 

Sex. Yn, 

Tit. By fome flji ukl; Aen i 

Sctnt dunn'd infklioui eucumventkn, 
SoRW dark thick plot, fmnc ardflcc ck>f<-couch'd,, 
Of cutiDlng ftratagem ; or etOi thm fear 
Of fome worfe iH than death. $ay now, how- 
was it i 
For if there ever was among the BtXr 
Or piitltyi or innocence, 'tms there, 
^la could not he a hypocrite ) her tkptf 
Her looli, her outwanl manners, Spake X heart 
Unknowing 6t deceit \ a foul of honour. 
Where frozen chadity had iixM her feat. 
And unpolluted ^luptial fanfti^. 
I do fufped thee much ; 'tis hut a boaft. 
Or elfe an aft of low, of mean revenge. 
To hlall that virtue, which diy otmoft tihns 
Can ne's fuhdue. 

Sex. SextUB is -woa* t» bei^ 

Of &v«UT9 v^iicb he ne'er reeeiwd, or take 
AplealiiKi in thin unfubftantial t^i&:)uef. 

lit. No^ I acquit thee there. 

Sex. E'en aa thou wih. 

But I fufpeft Ihrcwdty thou etwidi me ; 

Which 
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Wbicb tnoro to rairei lawrv that thu foul of 

hcuour, 
Thia piece of uotbaw'<] foow, tins panera rare 
Of nttptiil puitty, I fousd to be 
A Wonun ; found h«r aU alone, it midiugbt. 
Found her in bed, vndrefs'd, found her reluiEt^nt, 
Found her, indeod, duAe to outageDuOKfc, 
(Tbo tkat hut added fuel to the flame) 
Yet ufed no violence, and ytteojoy'd her. 

Til. Thou taUc'ft in riddles. 

fiex. . Hear then the plain truth. 

Now two nighu finc«( whu) fi;ll v/a faw Lncretta, 
Her ail) hei voice, her looki her every motion, 
Enkiaded paffion in me e'en to madoefs. 
Thou doft lemember bow my foul was buried 
In f^fdcffnefs to every objeQ round \ 
Tha haply unfufpicious of thecaufe. 
I fwQN then to polfefs h». AU that evening 
She uoadvifedly with new iocentiveg 
Stirt'd up my purpofe ; but quite umefolvtd 
How to puf (ue that purpafe, J laft night 
Again went thitha", wily one attendant 
AcQOmpaiiied me; bufmefs of importance 
Feigt)'diormy<l>uck return. Her hufband's friend, 
And Tarquin's fon, flie could not but receive 
A nightly gucft: yet in her eye, metbought. 
She bore no great good-will to Tarquin's fon. 
She, without doubt, had heard bit char<t&or, 
Ani hard 'twas to diflemble. I nou^t heeded 
This 
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This air of coldnefs, but with fage di[co\irie. 
And temperate, entertain'd her ; talk'd of modefly, 
Of felf-denying virtue, of ftriii honour, 
And mutual holy faith 'twjxt man and mart ; 
Of wedlock's happy league, and the young brood 
Of ftniling innocents; then turn'd my talk 
To battles, fieges, dreadful deeds of arms, 
Adventures rare, by martial prowefs won: 
A fubje6t, to the which all vroman-kitid 
Open a greedy ear ; but not a word 
Of love, nor yet a fally of loofe thought 
Efcaped me ; thus I fell in with her humour. 
And, unfufpefting, (he retired to reft. 

Tit. And whither thou? But I'll not interrupt thee. 

Sex. Now was the depth of midnight ; filence reign 'd 
Through all the houfe ; net the Icaft found was there ; 
You might have heard a feather fall to the ground ; 
And fleep on every brow had fix'd his' dead 
And leaden hand, as nature lent her aid. 
To my defign. Kind nature lent her aid, 
Nor I refufed the call: with cautious tread, 
Suppofe thou feed me entering the room. 
Where lay that flecping Venus; in one hand 
My fword, a lamp in the other ; think thou feeft me 
Reading her naked charms; think (but thou canft 

not, 
It is impoilible, had'ft thou not Teen her) 
What I then felt ; my foul was all on fire. 
My limbs all trembled; and my falient heart 

Beat, 
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Beat, as 'twould find a paflage through my ribs. 
Half between Heef and wake, Lucretiii cries, 
Art come, my lord? fiut, when Ihe throughly waked, 
What a wild look of horror and furprize ! 
She knew my purpofc well ; or, if (he did not, 
. I kept her not in long fufpence, nor walled 
The time in vain apology ; my fword 
Threatened her inftant death, without compliance ; 
And, willingly, flie cried, yes, willingly, 
I'll die ten thoufand deaths | Oh, my dear lord ! 
Where> where art thou; Oh, SextusI I conjurs 

thee 
By every facred, every tender tiame. 
Make me not defpicable to myfelf, 
But flay mc, and I'll thank thee. — ^All, that feeling 
Paflionate nature could fiiggeft, fhe utter'd. 
And didll thou Hill proceed? Didll thou not find 
Thy bofom moved ? 

I did, but with defire. 
For fear, had from her every other thought 
, Removed, her hair diflievel'd, hid but loofeJy 
Her blaze of beauties, as (he kneeling llrove 
. To clafp my knees ; I raifed her and embraced ; 
She Qiriek'd aloud ; fearing flie might awake 
The menial train, I had but one refource: 
I nifh'd forth to the door, where I had placed 
My truily Have, and dragging him by his locks, 
Svrore I would flay them both upon her bed. 
And publifli to the world, I caught them there 

In 
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In ihc a&ofihanie: fhe found refifUnce Ktiii ^ 
'Die confliA 'twixt the diead of pubtk infim/ 
And private crime, Jnwmpp'd ber in defpttr; 
I nuxk'd the {b^gglin^ of her foul, sod fsiz'd 
The joy fiie wouldj but dared not to refufc; 
Thus having fpoke^ forever hold thy tongue. 
My bieaft is not caft in that tender mould. 
Strongly to feel the goodings of compdodion i 
Nor have I dealt in thofe puodilioui niceties, 
Which bind the vulgar. But this »it of tblne» 
Almoft Calls up the water in my eye, 
And raifes new emotions in my heart : 
' For het, I'm touch'd with pity i and on thee, 
I look with fomething tending toward borror. 
Oh, hold thy tongue! ne'er mentton what thou'A 

done, 
Left that the very earth, on which diou tiCad'ft, 
Cry out againft thee. 

This rebuke from thee! 
This to a flrangerurge, to him who knows thee not. 
And he may be deceived. I can't bat laugh, 
When I behold hypocrify amy'd 
In d)e unbecoming robe flie fide from viriiie. 
Not hiding half her nakednels. Cook, fwear 
By all the gods, and gulp the perjury down. 
That all thy Ufif-hath been inculpable. 
That thou haft never brdte the chains of wedlock, 
Nov ever vtiit; lad then, to prove thy truth, 

Be 
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Be (truck with the next Roman dame thoil (eeft. 
And as thoii'rt wont, purfue her to pdfTeflidn. 

Tit. Whatever artifice I may have ufed ; 

Howe'er with bribes corrupted, or with prayers 
AfTail'd the fiUy foul of yieklli^ wotnan, 
l^e'cr did I ufe the argument of force. 

Sex. Becaufe thou never met'ft with the temptation. 

Tiik 'Tis juft, I well deferve his infidelity, 

Nor have fo lived as to be credited. [4^^* ' 

But fetllng this apart, dofl thou behold 

No future perils from this bold efteS 

Of unreftrain'd dcfire ? Compeil'd to fuffer 

What flie detefted, in the frantic rage, 

6r deep defpalr of violated virtucj 

May (he not to her hu(band, or her father, 

Difclofe the caufe i 

Sex. Is (he then fuper-human i 

Did I not tell thee that (he was a woman ? 
And on my life, fhe'Il a£l like any woman : 
With words like thefe fhe'U lull her frantic rage. 
And pufF the depth of her defpair away. 
Tis done, and can't be undone ; 'tis not known ; 
So there's no harm ; guilt is no guilt in fecret : 
Why Ihould I make myfelf a wretch by blabbing i 
Why tell my hu(band what he can't find out f 
Sextus muft love me wonderfully well. 
Or he would ne'er have undei^ne this hazard i ' 
No marvel tho, when beauty, fuch as mine, 

O Enticed 
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Entked htm ; then (be looks upon her minor, 

Vanity fliews her figure pafGng fair, . 

She fmiles, and thus proceeds ; beauteous as cvet : 

Why, what a peevifh thing this virtue is ! 

And Sextus is a prince ; what C<^tinus i 

(Now comes flie, aar]t me, to cotnparifoDs) 

A private man. Ambition's painted wings 

Now flit before her eyes, and Ibe is blinded i 

To hold the prince a captive in her chains ! 

Orandeur is her's, and pomp, and dignity. 

And all the vrot\d holds dear and precious. 

Oh, your nrong-working paftioRS ne'er laft long! 

E'er I had rode ten paces, fbe Taw things 

la the fame Ught which 1 have reprelented. 

And now, no longer coy, lefeiv'd, atid ftuUiora, 

Sends off a melTenger to invite me back ; 

Oh, i fhaU riot aftei this, my Titus, 

And Hiall pollers her to iatiety. 

If thou art not found a deceitful prophet. 

Of no event hereafter will I judge. 

1 with w« may not all repent of this : 

At leaft, I fee per]dexity and trouble. 

Which will enfue inevitably. 

Whence 
Candan^come? Hef father! and berhufband! — 
And wilt they dare to think of a revenge } 
They may as well contrive to wreft the chib 
Frtmi the hand of Hercules But left mifchance 
Should work a miracle ; as for the bufband, 

I'll 



Digilis^byCOOgle 



LUCIUS JUN[US BRUTUS. 99 

I'llgive, e'er loag, a good account of him. 
If ke ihouHd not meet dcadi ; placed ia the way 
Of every mortal fally, thcfeare means 
To bring him to hie grave, and mother earth. 
Is a moft admirable vengeance-cooler. 
As for the father, riches arc a crime. 
Which the hand of TuYiuin o^'er fails to punilh 
Upon due accufation. — But, o^r father ! 
Hath ^ enquired Sot met Or fovod me abfent 1 
Tit. No, I believe he hath not. 
Sex. Let as halle 

This infiaot to hi« tent ; from thence to mine. 
Where we will hold fome farther intercouife, 
Touchii^ tfaefe I00& inupetfed hims I've offer'd. 
lExeunt. 

SCENE II. 

CoLLATiNus, Brutus. 

■Cel. Ho more — My bufinefs is not of that confluence, 
Or private nature, but upon the road 
That I may join in thy fociety: 
And when arrived at Rome, the ilUmanner'd 

f^rvant 
Shall not rcfide admittance to Lucretius. 
Should'H ^u ftill fcTupIeto reveal thy bufinefE, 
I will not trouble diee. 

O2 Br. 
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Br. Whatc'er it be. 

The information thou may'ft haply leam 
With real pleafure. 

Col. Even as thou wilt, 'i 

\^" 

£n^«r a Messenger. n," 

Whence comcft thou thus begrimed with dull ? 

and faint 
And breathlefs with fatigue ? How is Lucretia f 
IsallweU?— 
M^. I know no more than that I bring this letter, 
Which I was order'd to convey to you 
With utmoll fpeed i another mcffcnger 
Was at the fame time lent, with the fame orders. 
To Rome, unto Lucretius. 

CoLLATiNUS. {^Reading.'] 
A deed too dreadfiil for my pen to write — 
Extremity — ^without delay — bring with you 
One only friend. Eternal gods! what means 

this ! 
A friend! the time is precious, I'll take him — > 
A moment can't be loft to cull and choofe. 
Wih thou with me, Lucius ? I know thou wilt. 
Haften this moment, bring our horfes forth. 
What dire portending myftery ! My mind 
Attempts in vain to fathom it — If ficknefs — 
That cannot be ; (he would have told me fo, — 
Her father fent for too with equal fpeed I 

Thought 
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Thought walles but time ; come, Lucius, hence 

with me ! 
We go not now to Rome, but to Collatia. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Col/alia. 

LocRETiA, aione. 

Oh, agony of agonies ! down, heart- 
Down, fwelling bofom-r-O Oiame! fhame ! {hame! 

ihame! 
Covcr'd with (hame!— Oh, conscious innocence! 
Where art thou fled ? Long inmate in my breaft» 
Are we forever parted ? Shall my foul 
No more attend thy gentle whifperings. 
Or when I rife in early mom, or when 
I fcek my bed of flumber, where by thee 
Shaded, calm fleep and happy dreams were mine? 
No more. No more. Muft I ne'er f^; again 
My hufband'sftce with joy f Ne'er to my heart 
Strain him with rapture? While he too with joy 
Would liftcn to my tale of tendernefe f 
No, never, never. No, Lucretia> 
Thou that wert once, chafte, pure, and virtuous, 
Art flow polluted, vile, abominable. 
How I deteft myfelf ! wretch that I am. 
How loathfome to my foul! which fain would fly 
From out its odious prifon ! — Why had I not 
graved the adulterer's fword ? So had I fallen 

A fpot- 
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A fpatMs viaim. Yet, {b too my name 
Would have been render'd infamous, declared 
A niofl abandon'd proftiune, no tongne 
My vindicator, and the Weeding proof 
Of my fuppofed fin weltering by my fide.— 
Bitter alternative ! dreadful to think on ! 
Turn, turn, refiedion ! for acrofs thy courfe 
Lies madnefs, and each defperate deed of frenzy. 
I cannot bear it. 

Enter Lavinia. 

Say, did you call, my imflrefE ? 

■tw. No— begone— 

YetJlay; come hither: is ^y lord arrived? 

tav. He is not, madam. 

^fcr. WouW to heaven he were! 

l_Fixing her eyes en ih ground. 

Lav. What bul accidoit hath caufed this mifery, 
I know not : but fo good, to kind a millrefs 
Never had fervants: never tUl this inftant 
Heard I a word exprelBve of impatience 
Come from her lips. Good heavens, wh«t load 

of grief 
Works in her t»caft, and labours for its birth! 
Would that I could remove that look of woe 
From that fweet face ! I would myfelf endure 
No fmall misfortune.— That ftill filent anguifb 
Pierces roe through: I'd fpcak to her, but fobs 
Won't fuffer me. 

Lucr, 
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Lucr. What ails thee 1 Art not well i 

Why doft thou weep f 
! Lav. Ah, can you aik me, madam! 

What ails me! do I not behold you miferable^ 

LuCT. I am indeed, Lavinia. — But thy lord's 
Arrival wJU heal all. — I pr'ythee go. 
And quickly, to the endof the garden wall. 
And when thou feeft him at a diftance, hafle. 
And bring me word. 

Lav. I will. Oh, you good gods. 

Give her relief! Pour comfort in her bofom ! [ExiL 

Lttcr. That was a look of prayer, of prayer for me ; 
May it with bleflings fall on her own head 
A thoufand fold ! For me, the time is o'er: 
Fruitlefs are all petitions ; unlefs Jove 
Could bid the pall be as it had not been ; 
Could render void exiflence, root out memory. 
Poor honeft wretch ! I could, methinks, drt^ tears 
In fympathy with her; but for myfelf,- 
Not one have I to fpare ; my grief's too great : 
'Tis all within ; no tears, but tears of Mood, 
Can fpeak my feelings, o* wafli off my guilt. 
What tho with all the abhorrence virtue knows, 
When forced to look on fin, I faw the deed ? 
Yet, 'twas committed : 'twas permitted too. 
Fatal neceflity! Oh, wherefore was I 
Form'd all alive to honour^ Qice{l feofe! 
Why froni my mother's breafl did I imbibe 
Its generous pride! Why foAer it with care! 

Brood 
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Brood over it delighted ! hold it here, 
More precious than a diamond of price f 
ir thus—' 

Enter Lavinia. 

Lav. Madam, my lord is juft arriv'd ; 

With him, your father, and Valerius, 
And Lucius Junius. 

Lucr. Oh heart! tremble not. 

Keep faftthyfix'dintent.form'd from that momenta 
This dagger's point is fliarp ; but fliafper far 
The tongue of calumny, its wounds more painfitl. 
Sharper thelofs of that felf-fatisfaaion, 
With which, in the happier days of purity. 
Thou could'ft thyfclf contemplate and admire. 
Can I endure to move the fpcflacle 
Perhaps of infult, and exulting bafencfs. 
Glorying o'er humbled virtue r Can I bear 
The gaze of curiofity ? the nod ? 
The fecret whifper ? Or to be at all 
Mark'd out as fomething that's peculiar ? 
Or can I bear myfelf ? and my own thoughts ? 
No ; thou mufl die, Liicretia, thoti muft die. 
Hark ! hark ! they come — How fliall I bear my 

hufband's 
And father's faces ! Oh, fupport me, heaven ! 
Support me, in this dreadful interview, 
The thoughts of which almoft take life Sway ! 
Oh, how fhaU I go thtough it ! 

Enter 
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£«/irr CoLLATiNOs, LuCretius, Valerius, 
BruI'uS. 

".0!. My Lucretia ! 

How does my deareft wife ? 

'.uc. My daughter, fay, 

Why haft thou /ent for us ? 

'.%cr. Nay, come not near me — 

Thou muft not call me wife, thou, my dear lord. 
Prized by me as my foul ; nor thou, my father. 
Whom, from my infancy unto this day, 
I have beheld almoft with adoration. 
Thou muft not call me daughter : thou Valerius, 
Muft not call me thy friend \ nor, Lucius, thou ; 
lam not noWmyfelf i cutoff, deprived 
Of every near relationfliip ; each name 
Of tender eftimation ; I am loft — 
Loft to my friends, loft to myfelf. 

W. What accident 

Of more tkan human power can cancel thus 
Thy intereft in my breaft ? I muft embrace thee ; 
Prefs theeclofc to my heart ! call thee my wife, 
My beft beloved faithful wife! Affure thee 
That all thy grief is mine.— Oh, calm this extafy ! 
Thou ftiakeft all o'er as in an ague fit. 
And deadly pale, now throws upon thy cheek, 
A hue like to the grave, now fuddenly 
,. . Glowing with hot vermilion. 

P Xnf. 
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i>tic. Oh> Lucretia! 

Believe me, when I tell thee, not thy mother 
Was dearer to me» when as chafte and pure 
As Dian's felf, blooming in innocence, 
I led the virgin to her bridal bed. 
Than thou, her pledge and lively pourtrsitute. 
No, nothing can withdraw my love from thee. 
While like that pattern of her fex thou liveft ; 
And fo thy life hath been; in thee, well-pleafed, 
I have beheld her form revived, her virtues. 
And female-gracing ornaments of foul. 

Xi/cr. There was a time, when praifes from that mouth 
Could ever thrill my fecret mind with pleafure. 
Tuned to harmonious felf-complacency, 
Difcover'd in each correfponding a£tion, 
Wing'd with alacrity and joy. But now 
'Tis far, far otherwife. Thou good old iiian ! 
Thefe words have pierced me to the quick — My 

pain 
Was keen enough before, why would 'd thou make it 
Doubly excruciating f Why bring my guilt 
In Ilrongcr colours to my view? 

Col, Thyguih! 

Not heaven itfelf is freer from all taint 
Of guilt, or the lead flain of blame, than thou. 
Is reafon thine? 

iacr. Reafon is mine, indeed — 

TTiough I could envy thofc who are diftrafled. 
The mad is happier on his bed of flraw, 

Tban 
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Than the poor wretch bereaved of innocence. 
Who yet efteems that innocence tho loft, 
And who with fixed eye gazing on her. 
Is hurried into evil. 

Lue, Explain thyfelf — 

How dreadful is thy prelude ! keep not thus 
In torturous fufpence thy father, hulband, 
And friends. 

Liter, Oh, would one word could tell it allJ_ 

Can you not gucfs the whole, when I name Sextus, 
The youngeft Con of Tarquin? 
Brutlie. [JfideJ] 

Curfe on the name! 
I fear — I fear — Lucklefs, undone Lucretia! 

Val. Say what of him? 

Zuc. Speak, daughter, fpeak. 

Col. From him, what ill could flow to thee ? Tliou never 
Saw'ft him hut once, and that, the other night, 
Brought here by me; fay, what is this,. Lucretia? 

i.ucr. Would I had feen him, but that other night 1 
Or would that other night that I had died 
A fudden death! But a fad fatal ni^t 
Hath pafs'd between. Oh, tongue, perform thine 

office! 
And tell my hufband, that tbefe eyes beheld him 
That fecond night : tell him — Oh, Collatinus! 
Oh, hide me! hideme from myfelf!— How vaia! 
No, let me ftand, and dare your piercing eyes 
With bold affurance ; wherefore are they fix'd, 

P 2 AH 
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Allfix'd in filenceon the ground? On me 
Direift thein full ; Lo ! here I ftand, the milk 
Of fliame, of ignominy^ . ' 

Luc, Daughter, patieelcej 

If without thy confenting heart this deed — 

Lucr. No, 'twas by my confent,— He would have flaia 
His flave and me; laid both on the famebeij, 
Then pubUlh'd to the world, that I with hi* 
Was avile, bafe adultrcfs. 

Luc. Oh, woe is me! Off, off, ye hoary hairs! 
Oh, daughter niin'd ! Ruin'd, yet in ■virtue! 

Col. Burft, heart! Oh, how. ihall I find utterance! 

Vol. Damn'd be the wretch ! Doubly and trebly damn'd ! 
When forth he walks, may the red flaming fun 
Strike him with livid plagues! May he be fliunii'd 
By a!l mankind ! be odious to himfelf ! 
Breed vipers in his confcience! gnawing vipers! 
With hourly for his death, yet be in tortures 
A thoufand years expiring ! — If this fate 
Attend on virtue, let us to ihe flews 
For wives, bring up our daughters proftitutes ; 
No more let holy wedlock be efteem'd, 
Hut rank commixture, like the general herd 
Of beafts, inform the dwellings of mankind! 

Brutits. [^i/?.J 
Oh, noble warmth, from forth a generous mind ! ■ 
•With fuch a colleague might I fliake the Tarquins 
From off their throne. Now is the time arrived — 
B;it ftay — nor yet let me unfold myfeSf. 
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Cil, When came he hither? Say, Lucretia. 

Luc. Lafl evening, in the dulk. AtFatrs of confequcncc 
Brought him, he told me, to Collatia ; 
My foul, above fufpicion, thought no ill. 
I entertain'd him as became myfelf 
And him. At midnight to m^ chamber ftole 
The ruffian — Witnefs, all ye powers above ! 
I heeded not the Tword which arm'd his hand; 
I pray'd for death with greater earnellnefs 
Than the departing mifcr prays-for life. 
He told me of his love, his odious love, 
Intreated, promifed, intermingled threats, 
Atfail'd on every fide ray woman's foul. 
At leiigthdra^'d in his Have, and would have llainus- 
Together on the bed. 

C9I. Oh, fool! fool! fool! 

Vain-glorious boafter ! that could'ft not conceal 
Thy treafure, hot rather than not be known 
To be poflefs'd of weahh, mull take the thief. 
The firlt notorious thief thou mct'ft, and (hew him 
The glittering flore ; unhooded let him trace 
Each winding avenue, and give to him 
A guiding clue, by which whene'er he plcafej 
He might return, and bear it all away! 
Oh, my Lucretia, all the fault is mine ; 
To me may guilt with juftice be imputed; 
Tboii art as free, as the young innocent 
Firft vifiting the light. 

tiur. 
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Lscr. Yes, Collatinus, 

Believe me when I tell thee, not the !caft wift 
That e'rc was form'd in deepefl fecrecy. 
Hath my foul breathed toward any other man. 
Yet, though my mind is free, my body's guilty ; 
The load from thence recoils upon my mind, 
Which Ibrinks beneath, as fiinnning intcrcourfe 
With its polluted yoke-mate. Death muft break. 
Thefe links of union, c're (he can be happy. 

luc. What fay'ft thou? Death! Oh, daughter, hold, 
I cWge thee! 
The thought b horrible, it harrows up 
My foul, committing there the wildeft wafle. 
I charge thee, if thou haft the leaft regard 
For this old hoary head, which many a time. 
When thou, unconfcious young one, llept'ft full 

Ibund, 
Hang o'er thee, and furvey'd thy infant face 
With tendered, fondeft lose, unfay that word; 
Let me conjure thee, by thy mother's mcmaryr 
By all her foft anxieties for thee; 
Her lleeplefs nights, and bufydays, attendant 
Upon thy welfare, from thy breafl unharhour 
That rafh, intiuding thought! 

Luer. Can any word 

Fall from that tongue unheeded by tby daughter ?-^ 
But death's the only teft, the only evidence 
I now can give, of my integrity 
And undcfiled intentions. 
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CoL No one caa 

SufpeS thee, my Lucretia; hefitation 
Win not againfl thee dare 1o elevate 
Her fluttering tongue. No: nuuiy happy days 
Shall yet be our's, many fweet foclal years, 
Blelling and blefs'd — and our delighted children — 
Alas! what fudden thought, what new emotion. 
Scatters a wilder terror o'er ttiy face. 
Dyed with a deeper pale! - 
Lucr. Didft thou fay children! — 

Oh, 'tis a thought which darted crofs my brain. 
Like to the blafltng lightning. — Children, faidft 

thou! 
Who knows— how if — the ravilher ! — That 

thought 
Would of itfelf determine. . As to him, 
Be't yours to judge what chaflifemem is due. 
For me, when I am dead, the babbling world 
Perhaps will do me jullice; In your minds 
At lead, my memory ihall furvive imfuUied. 
Though I abfolve myfelf from wilful crime, 
I can't from punilhment ; nor (hall a woman 
Hereafter, by the example of Lucretia, 
Outlive her lofs of honour. [Siais herfilf. 

Col. Oh, hold thy hand— What doft thou !— Tig too 

latt^ 
Who could have thought fo Aiddeolyf — Raflt 

a£lion ! 

Too furely done That groan! life il&ied with it. 

Oh, could my arms bring back thy fleeted breath, 
Thui 
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■Thus ever would I hold thee ; ever thus 
In one indillbluble union. 
That blow hath kill'd us both, Lucrctia: 
Double deftruflion. Oh! moftlovcd — adored! 

Inc. Horror of horrors! Wherefore did I wed? 

Why get a daughter? Why with pride elated, 
Behold — Oh, ruin'd virtue! Damned monfter! 
Had he e'er loved a child with my affeflion — 
No breath — quite ftill and filent — Come, defpair. 
And welcome, to my bread! — Fix'd are her eyes; 
Ne'er (hall I drink their genial beams again ; 
Ne'er hear that voice — Now, now could I 

blafpheme. 
Oh, gods! — Ceafe — Patience, patience — here I 

ftand 
Mute and rcfign'd to your eternal wills. 
But is it thus the good meet their reward? 
Art thou my daughter — Oh ! excefs of anguifh ! 

Va!. No tongue can blame this grief. Thou gentleft ! 
bed! 
Bcdeck'd wfth every grace, each ornament. 
Which dignifies, exalts — 

■ 'Brutus, gra/ping ike dagger. 
Now by this blood I fwear, immaculate 
Before the Tarqiiin rape, (and you, oh, gods! 
Bearwitnefs to my oath!} that I'll purfue. 
With fire and fword, and everv other means 
Which righteous indignation (hall fupply, 
Tarquin the proud, his Impious wife, his fons. 
And 
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And all the accurfed race, nor fuffer them. 
Or any other, to be kings in Rome! 
If that I break one tittle of this vow, 
May death be mine! but not like thine, Lucretia, 
Triumphant, glorious ; but dctefted, bafe, 
And ignominious as the meaneft flave's, 
The moll contemptuous, vilefl malefadtor's ! 
Val. What do I fee ? What hear ? Surely my fenfes 
Are baffled by fome vain illulion — 

\WhiU Brutus isfptaking, Lucretius and Col- 
latinus are divided, fomelimes looking zoitk 
afionijhment on Brutus, fomelimes with grief 
on Lucretia ; when he cea/is, the latter gets 
the maflery, and they are wholly taieu up 
with kerJ] 
Col. Dear, deareft half of me ! Gone, gone for ever. 
Luc. Child of my foul ! Supporter of my being I 
But foon my heart will burft, and I (hall be 
Lock'd in the arms of death, as thou art now.' 
StafFof my age! Loft, loft, for ever loft. 
Br, What, are ye men ? There lies your bleeding 
child i 
There lies your tender wife ; will tears again 
Her lifelefs corfe reanimate ? Will tears 
Revenge her timelefs death ? I now, methinks. 
Behold the ruffian glorying in the deed. 
Telling the tale of Ihame to his lewd brothers, 
And riotous alloc iaies, who agape 
Liften with greedy ear^ and grin applaufc 

Q^ To 
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To the rank a3 of lull ; while thus, fajs he, 
I faid, thus did, and thus, and thus the wife 
Of CoUatinus, and Luoretius' dau^ter. 
You choofe to have your names gamilh the tale 
Of foul obfcenity j without a doubt 
You like it well, and to be bandied found 
Mid drunken revellers. Think you to live 
Thus llamp'd with ignomtny ? Qo, difptey 
YouT blood-fliot eyes and furrow'd cheeks to 

Tarquin, 
And beg him on your knees, for that his Ton 
Hath done this damned deed, to fpare your lives. 
Tell him, you are meek men, you bear no malice. 
Your hearts are foim'd for injuries, your weapons 
Are fliort-drawn fighs, and briny flowing tears: 
He will believe you, ho is credulous i 
So aie his fons ; an inofFenfive race, 
And merciful j witnefs that bleeding wound ! 
Witnefs this reeking fteel I Is this a time 
For tears , for vain laments i Now roufe up all 
That is of manhood in us t Swear with me. 
Swear all upon this dagger, to revei^ 
This execrable deed, unpar^ll'd ; 
This deed, at which the confcioui night which 

faw it, 
Tum'd pale with hoiror ; atwhich nature (hudders. 
Oh, Jove fupreme ! And thou, paternal Mars ! 
And unpoUuted Vefta! hear again 
My oath repdied I To the death I fwcsr, 

IwiU 



Digilis^byCOO^Ie 



LUCIUS JUNIUS RRUTUS. ii$ 

2 will purfue the two prime legal moaftera^ 
And ^ their progeny i Should th^ take wings, 
Tbey ihall not Ay my vengeance 1 %ould they 

hide 
In deepcfi caverns, there I'll penetrate. 
And ilij^ thsm foith \ nor icA, ttU they ore fwept 
Fnmt ofi* the earth, which groEUU beneath their 

wKKednefs ! 
This from the bottom of my fttel I fwetr. 
Deeds foanOtdl&dlowwopds. Here, ti^iti fwear« 
LuciEtitis. 

Luc. Wonder aod aAoni&ineot 

Seize on— 

Br. Of that hereafter IpeaL. Now fwear. 

JLuc. I fwcar. 

Br. Swear, CoUiitinus. 

Coi. I fwcar. 

Sr. Valerius, 

Swear. 

Vai. 1 fwear. 

Br. And now,iajr ffi^ndsithe-firfl I e'erceuld call ^j 
Let nK'ombtace you rouod ! Now, after long, 
%jOng peaance done, I am n^an myfelf. 
I fee you hardly yet believe your eyes ; 
- Wondering, but fcarce convifled ; in fufpence. 
Though llrong pecfuafion tell you all is real. - 
Think, ray-good friends, that hitherto you faw 
My Oudow only, and my mock refomblance, 
A Itupid wretch, inlentible to fliame, 

0^2 Bendinj[ 
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Bending beneath each infult, whom no power 

Of art could teach ; this brutilh charai^er 

Hath in my place appear'd ; nowishevanlfh'd: 

And I uproufed from that lethargic flumber. 

In which I lay for twenty years or nwre, . 

Now lakk again my rank in the file of men. 

Call reafon mine, and boafl me in the name 

Of long-lofl late-afTumed humanity. 

My foul feels double (Irength from this inertnefs ; 

I burn for adlion, for the glorious day. 

When freedom (hall be ours ; when 'I may fay 

To the chafte manes of Lucretia, 

Now reft at peace, ye are at full revenged. 

When I fliail fay, Rejoice, imperial Rome, 

For tyranny is extin^, and opprelEon 

No more fhall rule you with an iron rod. — • 

Bear forth the body to the market-place ; 

Then fhut the gates, that none may from Collatia 

Bear any news to the camp ; go you before, 

And tell the melancholy tale ; myfelf 

Will follow after, and difcourfe the people. 

Thence unto Rome. — And oh, you jrowersonhigh, 

Propitious prove, and let yoiir aid be nigh t 

Still prompt the generous thought; keep firm, my 

foul, 
That I may fafely reach the purpofedgoal ; 
That I may pull Ambition to the ground, 
And Liberty may pour her gifts around, 

ACT 
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SCENE I. A Street in Rome. 

Enter two Citizens, one ofCollatia, the other oj Rome. 

tfiCil.1 toM you how tbb melancholy light, 

The hiftory of the deed fliewo in its true 

And native odours, by the af&iiSed hufbaod 

And father, with the artlefs eloquence 

Of real grief ; how the difcovery 

OfBuitus, and his fpeech, aSe^edus. 

Each braver youth flood quickly by their fide 

Array'd in arms, burning with indignation 

Pent in their breads. We left Collatia 

And enter'd Rome ; a fight fo new and ftrangc, 

With the arm'd multitude, firll ftruck the 

inhabitants 
With fear and terror : but when they beheld 
The order of our march, peaceful and folemn, 
They foon put off their fears, and throng'd to gaze. . 
Undrefs'd, unomamented, on her bier 
Lay, fcarce yet cold, Lucretia's chafle remains, 
beauteous in death : you might have ta'en her fo, 
And placed her in a temple, 'twould be fworn 

'Twas 
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Twas Venus' image cut in alaballer. 
Or for her- hair confufedly fcatter'd over 
Her COTnely face and neck, Dian, reclined 
After her toil, upon a mount, expofed 
To the rude winds ; while in her brealt the wound 
She gave herfelf, would caufc you to admire 
What Itlcril^oUs Hand (hould date to ftab. 
And give a deity to death. 

xJCit. Where now 

Isthis proceflion? And how far behind you ? 

l^Cit.They maH iiy this luve wsU~»t4^ readi'd ibe 
foiuro^ 
WhcwBruttiE, wiko is tritMHie of the guards, 
(A fiace (^truft, winch Tarquin only gate him. 
As he app«ar'-d*Mi objeSL <£ cMitenipt) 
Hath caird tC^edsT all the centuries. 
He xnd ValeriuE ate mean time to stteod 
, The fenawrB, who we by this conrened, 
(The few wh«n Tarquin's fwofd h«h left alive) 
^o lay b«fore them his defigiw, his plans. 
And to be guided h-y Their wife advice ; 
While in the forum, with I-Mcietia's corfe 
Espoftd to view, the father and the huitand 
%date the mafiftei of iKr death ; when this 
Is fitiifti'd, BruTUs Ih^I hkfangue the people. 

2/C1V. Great mattws, as I thiii, may rife fixan diis. 

j^?C|i(.Thegre»*eft that cah rife ; the moft delired 
And letfft estpei^ed €ver to have happened. 

If 
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If you at Rome equal in generous fentiments 
Us tf ColUiia. 

^Cit. What they are I guefe ; 

And would myfeif with joy haxard my life. 
Wen there « probfttfiUty Ihewn to me 
Of guoing what we now fo long have loft. 
But rath adventurers feldom raeet with pro6tt 
AikI « dea4 fleep of five and twenty years, 
Is what men can't be eallly awskod from. 
But curiolity, if nothing elfe. 
Will urge me to the forum. 

tfiCit, I'll attepd you \Exeuu.t. 

SCENE n.Tht Forum at Some. 
LuCRETttJS and Collatikus landing by the Body 

e/^LuCRETIA, 

7%« Romatt People round them. The Rofirum kehind. 

Luc, Thus, thus, my friends, kftfts our breaking beam 
Permitted utterance, have we unfolded 
This narrative of fad diCtrefs; for U8 
What now remains, rpbb'd as we are, of all 
Which gave a joy to life, but to purfue 
The example lh« hath let us, to invoke 
Th^timelefi deftinies, andeod mit beings 
Widi euf own wretched huais ?^-«h, vile old-^! 
Which for her fake alone I wifh'd to fee! 
Oh, Uwklafii youth* whofe iurow «quals rn'mel 
For 
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For thou, aias, haft loft an equal blcfling! 
Mercilefs villain! Deareil, deareft daughter! 
Yet let us mix our furrows, let us drop 
Our tears together on her lifelefs clay ; 
Nor will your tender hearts, my countrymen. 
Forbear to fympathize with us, and join 
The figh of grief with ours. 

iJlRo. Oh, piteous dccdl 

7,dRo.O)\, lamentable fight ! 

Luc. For this compalTion — 

■^dRo. Silence all! attend" 

i.uc. For this your tendcmefs, my gentle friends, 

We thank you from our foub: yet e'er we raifr 
The funeral pile, attend to Lucius Junius. 
He call'd you to this meeting by his office 
As iribune of the guards; private affliftion 
Mull yield to public benefits. Yet know 
(For why from you fiioiild I hide any thing?) 
It is for me and mine that he appears ; 
For me, for him, for every Roman here. 
Sui, lo, he comes ! Make way, my countrymen j 
And, I befeech you, lift to what he utters, 
With dcepeft filence. 

t/tRo, Room, there! room! makeway! 

aiRo.het him come forward, and afcendtheroftrum. 

^dRo.Hidl he begins; methinks his looks are alter'd. 

£r, Romans and friends ! you fee before you now 
No blunderii^ idcot, bearing to your ears 
The mandates of 3 tyrant. I caft off* 

The 
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The malk of folly, on that day afTumed, 
When by the favagc orders of your king, 
King do I call him ? Of the monfler Tarquin, 
My father, and my elder brother fell. 
Alfumed for my proteAion, and nowcaft 
Afide for ever. 

j/?flo. Wonderful event! 

idRo. I'm loft in admiration. 

■^dRo. Peace— no more. 

Br. Would you know why I fummon'd you together ? 
Afltyou what brings me hither? View this dagger 
Clotted with gore ! Beh<Jd that frozen corfe! 
See thefe unhappy men, whofe tale of woe, 
Ofhorrid woe, you from their months haveheard, 
And mingled focial tears! Oh, challity. 
Is this thy fate! Oh, Rome, how wilt thou moiun 
Thy thinn'd inhabitants, if goodnefs, virtue. 
Treated as crimes, muft meet the {broke of death! 
If youth and beauty miiftbe fmgled out ; 
Firft prey'don by rapacious luft, then murder'd! 
Oh.' I could mourn thy fate, Lucretia! 
Could, like thy father and thy huftwnd mourn ; 
Could in laments vie with each Roman foul 
Who now beholds thee. 

ifiRo. Oh Lucretia ! 

21/ Ai}^ Unhappy matron ! 

■^dRo. Silence — he proceeds. 

Br. Did I, my countrymen, fay, I could mourn 
Lucretia's death ? — ^What forrow mull I feel, 

R When 
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When I beheld before my eyes, as now, 

Methinks, I do, each Roman matron dead! 

When I behold each Roman maid abus'd ! 

(For who fhall circumfcribe the range of lufl ? 

What numbers IhsU fill up his ravenous gorge ? 

And bid his raging appetite be Hill?) 

When I l>ehold each Roman citixen, 

Who hath a much-loved wife, a darling daughter, 

Doom'd,like thefe two, to death, becaufe with grief 

Surcharg'd, they do not fit in iilence down. 

But dare proclaim their feelings^ — Public murder. 

For fuch a crime (hall {hatch them from theworld, 

Or they ihall fall by the midnight alTalBn ; 

Nor muftthcirfrienda fay how they met theirdeath. 

But lay the blame upon their own defpair. 

i^^.Theyftallnotdie. 

^dRo. We will proteil thtxn both. 

Br. ProteA them, (ay you ? Miferable men 1 

You know not what you fay. Proteft them both ! 
Can you prote£l yourfelves ? You have committed 
Treafon ag^nfl the tyrant, and his brood 
Of monder fons ; you havedared to look with pity. 
You've dropp'd a tear on murder'd innocence ; 
You've feen Lucretia, and have wept her fate : 
You're partners with her father and her hufband. 
In guilty forrow. You have lifteo'd too 
To me, a wretch, who twenty lingering years. 
Have for your fakes impofed upon the tyrant. 
And borne the groil^ infuhg. You have done 

All 
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All this : and do you not expe£l to feel 
The weight of punilhment which is your due ? 
Are you not Tarquin's flaves t (for fo he calls you) 
And don't you dread the whip i Doth he not 

name you 
The herdf The beaft with many heads f And 

will not 
The fury mafTacre, let loofe among you. 
Revel knee-deep in blood i 
ifiRo. Inftnifl us, Brutus, 

VPaax we Oiall do. 
2dRo. We'll follow thee in al! things, 

Br. Muft you be taught then what to do i Look there. 
Once more loc^ that way. She one night alone, 
Outrage and violence fuftain'd: not a|l 
The entreaties of her friends, her weeping father 
Bering, as he'd extort a gift from heaven. 
Not all her hufl>and's tender fupplication, 
Could fhake her purpofe : with a fearful hand. 
But an undaunted foul : a woman's feelings, 
But more th»i manly thought, deep in her breafl 
Sheplung'd this (harp-edged ftcel, which fet herfrec. 
Yes, thou ait free, Lucretia ! thou art gone, 
Nobleft of women, where no Tarquins dwell! 
Lull gloats not on the dead, nor cruelty 
And bedial fierccnefs riot in the grave. 
Oh, moft illultrious of thy fex, jnfpire 
Our fpirit-wanting minds with but a portion. 
However (maiS, of thy bright excdience ! 

Ra Yet 
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Yet even that, I fear, would be in vain. 
We are inured too much to flavery, 
To dare refift ; we are quite reconciled. 
Determined ftilt to dnidge beneath the yoke: 
To ihrink each hour at fight of fome new murder. 
Some deed of bafenefs, treachery, and horror. 
Yet with our lips cry, Hail, all-gracious Tar quin. 
To work in fewers all day, ihut up mid damps. 
Denied the fight of heaven's blefled fun, 
Yet in the eve, when we half choak'd revifit 
The upper air, to praife benignant T^rquin. 
To fee his fons rulh into every houfe, 
To fee our wives ravifli'd before pur eyes ; 
To fee each ripening tender maid deflower'd ; 
To fee them kill themfclves ; to fee their pale, 
And afliy corf?s, in the public forum. 
Ranged all arow. — Yet then we arc determined 
To blefs kind Tarquin, mercy-loving Tarquin, 
And beg him to beget fome dozen more 
Of fturdy fons, with fuch like a6ts of kindnefs, 
To blefs his humble, faithful citizen?. 
If this were not your fix'd determination. 
Say, would you feek inflruflions? Would you aft 
What you fliould do ? A(k yonder confcious walh. 
Which faw his poifon'd brother, (aw the incell 
Committed there, and they will cry. Revenge! 
Aft yonder confcious ftrcet, where Tullia drove 
O'er her dead father's corfc, 'twill cry. Revenge! 
Aft yonder fer.ale houfe, whofe flones are purple 
With 
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With human blood, and it will cry, Revenge ! 
Go to the tomb where lies his munkr'd wife. 
And the poor queen, who loved him as her fon. 
Their unappeafed ghoftswill Ihriek, Revenge! 
The temples of the gods, the all-viewing heavens, 
The gods themfclves, {hall juftify the cry, 
And fwel! the general found, Revenge! Revengel 

AU, Revej^ ! Revenge ! Revenge ! 

Br, And we will be revenged, my countrymen! 
Brutus Ihall lead you on ; Brutus (a name 
Which will when you're revenged, be dearer tohin^ 
Than all the fplendent titles earth can boafi.J 
Nor I alone ; fee where Valerius brings 
The nobleft of the city! See where ftand 
Lucretius ! CoUatinus ! Age nor grief 
Deprefs their fpirits, fo as not to feek 
Glorious revenge, — You are this moment free. 
I fee the tyrant fled ; his foul dies in hira ; 
The voice of liberty hath reach 'd the camp. 
I fee the gladful foldiers having home, 
Big to enjoy that freedom you pofTefs ; 
Each one clafps clofe his friend, weeps on his neck, 
Un^le to exprefs the burfting pkafure 
Stretching his heart. But, when you name revenge, 
His eyes flalh living fire, and he refolves, 
With you, to hunt the monfters through theworjd. 
For tyranny, once having found a foe. 
Meets not with an upholder. Once again 
Lit me pronounce you free. Again 'tis yours 

To 
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To bring your Toteii and the firft cafe before you. 
Is, what becomes of Tarquin i 
All. We banifti him the city, we baniQi him the city. 
£r. And now, what courfc will you yourfelves purfue ? 
Mi. Arms, Brutus! arms! Well march againft the 
tyrant. 
Lead us againll htm. 
Sr. If you'll by my advice be ovcr-fway'd — 
yill. Give it us, give it, we will follow it. 
£r. Myfelf, with fome of the Patrician youth 
Well-mounted, will away unto the camp. 
Do you each man, fumiHi'd with arms, prepared 
For afiion, or advice, immediately 
Hafte to the Campus Martins, there Valerius 
Shall, with the fenate, to your ears impart, 
And to be ratified by your confent. 
That plan of government by me flelineated, 
When in my fatuous ftate each thought was buHed 
For you, and Rome. — Guard well the city gales ; 
Pay thelaft duties to Lucretia's corfe : 
And foon expefl to fee my fafc return, 
Andwith me, all your friends. Theimmortaigods 
Are your defence, fear nothing, but be bold. 
J^Ro.Oh, noble Brutus! 
Q.dRo. Giver of liberty ! 

3<//io. Father of Rome! * 

iJiRo. Deliverer of his country ! 

Br. Oh> my dear countrymen! fhould I pretend 

Toexprefsthe joy I feel for you, the gratitude 

Yot* 
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You raife within me, for this high applaufe 
Shewn to my poor deferts, the time we now 
PafTefs) were mudi too fcant, e'en yeara would fail. 
I'm wholly yours, and long as I fhall breathe 
The breath of life, will only live for you. 
Nowldefcend: and will accompany yoii 
Without the foram ; there we'll feparatc; 
You for your anns ; I, to the camp at Ardea. 
The gods who long have in the bode of fate 
Forefeen this time ; the gods who hate tnjullice. 
Who punilh perfidy, and cruel deeds, 
Go with us both : their influence I obey, 
The humble indrument they have appointed 
To refcue you from bondage, ■ to reflore 
Your ancient rites, to give you days of pcace» 
And liberty, the attribute of man. 
But grant me one requefl : tho real joy, 
I know, ill brooks repaint, keep back this tumult 
Of your applaufe i your love I'd fain acquire. 
Heaven is my witnefs, I would die to acquire it ! 
But clamour ever Ihcws ill-guided counlels, 
The voice of raflinefs, the argiinjent of numbers. 
Of reafon deftitute. Not fo the plan 
Which we purfue, the fureft grounds are ours. 
Maturely founded, and late brought to li^. . 
X^et us accomplilh then the end propofed. 
With prudent zeal, with decent vigour, firm 
Intr^id hope, and. filent refolution. [^Exemtt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE in. The Camp: Tarqtim'j Tin/. 

Tarqoin, Messenger, Guards. ■ 

Tut, Take this CoUatian Icare-crow, guard him fafe. 
If that the news thoubring'ft Ihall be found falfe> 
Prepare thee for the tortures of the crofs. 

M^. My Lord, it is too true. 

Tar. Away with him, 

[Exeunt Meffenger and Guards^ 
Brutus! it cannot be. The gods themfelves 
Could not beftow on him the ufe of reafon. 
Brutus incite the people to fedition ! 
As foon (hall the Tarpeian rock hirn vocal ; 
As loon the wooden Jove in the capiiol 
Hurl the Vulcanian bolt. This knave hath heard 
Some vague report when drunk, or in his deep 
Hath dream 'd of this account, an unconne^ed. 
Improbable, impoflible adventure. 

Enter an Attendant. 

My Lord, another hafty meffenger 
Begs your immediate hearing. 
Tar. Bring him hither. , 

Messenger [profirating kimfelf.']'' 
Pardon, moft gracious Tarquin, e'er I fpeak. 
Tar, Speak boldly, man, for thou haft nought to fear. 
Meff. 
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Mejf, I come,(Iread fovereign, from Rome, whereBmtus 

Hath urged the people to rebdlion. 
TaT. How, and which way f 
Meff", My Lord, this morri a herald^ 

As from, •■he captain of the guards, convok'd 

The general people to the public forum. 

Curious to know the caufe, I too went thither. 

Soon was brought forth the body of Lucretia, 

Attended by Lucretius and her hufband, 

And a large body of Collatian youth 

In arms ; by turns they fpake umo the people ; 

Oft interrupted were their words, with fighs 

And tears — 
Tar. Proceed, be brief. 

Mtj}. They faid, Lucretia 

Had flain herfelf — by Sextus violated. 

The people moved with pity, heard the tale. 

And every eye was wet. 
Tar. Thy tedioufnefs 

Is infupportable : hafte to the end. 
Mejf. Then Brutus came, and mounting in the roHnim, 

Firft having fliewn that his ftupidity 

Was only forged, proceeded — 
Tar. 'Tis enough. 

No more. Without ! Prepare with utmofl fpeed 

A band of chofen horfe ! Where are my fons \ 

Why ftand you thus ? Where are my fons, I fay } 

What follow'd after he had fpokc f 
Meff. The people 

-. S All 
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All with one voke/wh^n he ptopofed the qiteftion^ 
Of what becomes of Tarquio i cried. We banilh- 
.him. 

Tar. How U- Dared they ?— Hah ! 'tis well. WhM 
^terwanJE ? 

hl^. He then direfbed them firll totake xrms j 
And* while he hailed hither to- the camp, 
To meet Valerius and the fenators 
In the Campus Martius, who would lay before 

them 
A fcheme of government. This having heard, 
I hurried flraight away. 

"tar. Thy loyalty 

Shall meetwith its reward i for them — ^Who waits i 
Where are my (bns \ Q^ick bid thofe horfemen^ 

mount. 
And wait for my commands. Deep hypocrite 
Beyond example ! — Oh, I fee throngh all. 
But Ihon ftall be his reign ; myfterious, dark, 
UnfathomaWe villain ! But his life. 
His forfeit life — and the quick, eafy-wrought, 
Inconllant crowd, them I'll reduce much lower 
Than bealls of burthen ; they have lived too fat ;. 
Kick they their mafter thus? — Why did I leave 
Oik fenator alive ? I had done well 
To have extirpated alt, both root and branch. 
Hetd done is pafs'd ; the prefent hour is mine. 
And that ftiall be well nfcd. On d«iger's verge 
To afi unmoved, recoil into himfelf. 

See 
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:See every train of poffiUe dcfign, 

And judge thcbeft, is the great chancer 

Of the fupcrior foul, This is the time 

Of trial, Tar quin ; and the grand event, 

To (lamp -thee fortufie-'proof. This eneoiyj 

The tenor of his lifi^ his pcTfeverance, 

Marks the looft dangerous, thence the mofl v ortfajr 

Thou ercr lutdft to cope with^. Bnt he. 

If he hath gain'd not every mortd engino 

To aid hia jHirporei draws upon his head 

Sur« niin.— To leave Rome, and feek the cam^ 

He falls in his own fnare. 

Enter Aauss and Titus, 

My fons, you come 
Inwifh'd-for time; you know thefe accidmts ? 

■fit. We heard them with aniazejnent. 

Tar. Where is .Se»*iis» 

The nunflier of matrons; who infpires 
Idiots with fcnfe, artd raifes infurreAions 
Againfl his father? 

rrf''- We i^n^rain enquired; 

He was jnet in his tent. 

Tar. Well may he fear 

To meet my prefence; by the inunorta) gods. 
This hand fhould Hay him for a fool, a dolt ! 
A common thief nouUl, ere he roUi'd a-houfe, 
Firll kill the maftiff at the gate, who clfe 
M^t worry him returning. As this tale 

S,2 By 
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By bufy nitnour to the foldJers' ears 
May get accefs, and if it doth, his prefence 
May be with iilai confequence attended. 
Bid him ftill hide himfelf, or to withdraw 
Entirely from the camp. Myfelf will hence. 
And with thefe light-arm'd horfimien, intercept 
This Brutus on the road, which beii^ done, 
I doubt not but to get fpecdy admittance 
Into the city, where the unruly mob, 
Diftraft with fear, and multitude of counlcb. 
Will of themfelves be ready for fubmiflion. 
Should he efcape my hands, in every avenue 
Place trufty guards, and give Hn& orders to them. 
To flay him ere he reach the camp. 

Tit. WelhaUnot 

Be wanting on our part. 

Tar, Alas, my fons! 

jlr. What ails my father' 

Tar. I am well again. 

A fudden damp, and creeping horror, feiz'd me. 
'Tis over now. I thought my throne fix'd firm 
As the everlaAing bafis of the earth. 
Fool that I was, to truft to quibbling gods ! 
When to the Delphic fane you took your way^ 
What faid the dark expounder, who perplexes 
In double maze what flie pretends to unfold } 
Thefi were the words of the Pythian forcerefs : 
" Beads ftiall enjoy the reafon of mankind, 
" E'erTarquin from the Ibakedillurbapce find." 
This 
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This isthe beaft, this is the fated fnake,' ' 
Whom you and I have cherifh'd in our bofoms ; 
And now he brandifhes his forked fting, 
And calls his baneful mortal venom round. 
Threatening deftru£lion. But, avaunt vain fears i 
I have been feared by omens : but the wretch 
Who yields to fuperftition, well deferves 
To fall its facrifice. Ill hafte away. 
Cowards and fools misfortunes antedate : 
In his own hand the brave man hol^ his fate. 

[Exeunt^ 

S C E N E IV. Sextus'j Ttnt. 

Aruns, Sextus, Titus. 

I do not blame the deed, the llmple deed ! 
Oh, you miftake me quite ! the deed might fland 
InroII'd; I'd turn my eyes another way, 
Nor add one tranlient Oight remark of mine 
To ihofe of confcientious, babbling, foivcling, 
Mouth-watering knaves, who envy every man 
The dainty morfel they can't eat themfelves. 
But I fee graved in equal chara^crs, 
Bad confequences, fuch asthefe, towit. 
Revenge, and'mutiny, and infurre&ion, 
And banifliment, and lofs'of empire ; thefe 
Denominate the deed with roe> and thefe 
I ftill will hanafs and perplex thee with i 

And 
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And ring thee fuch sJarms, that thou (halt wifb 
The cut-throat Bnituj, or guU'4Collatinu>, 
Stood by ihee rather, with their fharpea'd fwords 
LeveU'd agai&D; thy throat. 

StJi, Pr'ythee no more; 

I don't repent the deed : as for the confcquences, 
Thy words can't add a ftingto nqr reflexions. 

Ar. Yet I will fting thee, I will taunt thw ftiH. — 
No, ntther let me, like a loving brother. 
Turn thy apologift, and make excufes. 
Aa thus. When luft revels predominant. 
Folly and frenzy cut wild capriols 
In reafon's court. Or thus, with languid eye, 
And whining tone — When beauty fires the fcnie. 
Beauty, foft tyrant ! amiable invader ! 
Confidei^tion turns an hood-wink'd afs. 
Or thus, in grave and phitoTophic vein— 
What mortal man can with hia finite glance 
Survey the boundlefs waite of fumrc time. 
And cull out the events which there aj* fown 
Crude, uncxiflent, till the. all-potent hand 
Of Jove, uplifts them from the dark abyfi, 
And gives them form fubflantialf— Oh,raan! man ! 
What a vile fool art thou ! By heaven and earth. 
The Aalking mtHifter man grows every day 
More and more ftupid and ridiculous. 
See the erea machine ! he lifts his head, 
Proclaims himfolf a galling ! Bend, ye abjca:. 
Inferior animals!-^!,, could 1 rank ihee. 

Proud 
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Proud mifcreant, in thy pUce, there's not a bead 
Bui I trouid fet above thee. Reafbn thine! 
ThemBtchUfs gift of fpeech! An ox, an ape. 
Could I interpret, t^ks as weH as thou doll j 
His anions prove it. — Not forefec events 
With all thy reafon! Inftiti^t then is better. 
Which of the heid wiU ^nge into the tide J 
ExpeA the liquid element to change, 
And bear him as on land ? Did e'er the eagle 
Forth from his Iirfty ayetie dart to the ground 
AtMl not expand his wingi ?' E'er he enjoys 
His lowuig milircfs, ^k ftern bull knotrs welt 
That he muft beat his rival from the paflure. 
But why tbut throrr away tny time on trifles I 
The moft iidipid theme that man can talk of 
Is of raai&tnd. Titul, (ee there! behold! 
He t»o will boaft his refifon ; yet he knows not 
The verieA infedt will, when trod upon, 
EnJearour at reliftaace. 

To what purpofc 
This Knis, I can't conceive. Oh, Anins, Aruas ! 
E'er we iet 1^ for tnafters, it were well 
Did we oiirfdves Sill praAife what vre teach. 
Thou, with thy mofty rules!— Patience herfclf. 
At opening of diy mmth, wixM ftop her ears> 
Or run away faJl as her hetls cotf M bear her. 
Four in thy potions, Titws; his hot blood 
Wants cot^iiig medkine^ fedative morality. 
Sextos^ Mtctiii tby iitvef fiiril aibate, 

And 
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And thou (halt fall into a leaden flumber : 
And fo I leave you both, either to other. 
Wife kach, may Phcebus aid thee at thy need! 
So fliall thy patient's health be found as thine; 

{Exit. 

Six. Adieu, diflatisfied, and chiding humorill! 

lit. Did I not tell thee what I fear'd would follow^ 

Sex. I pr'ythee, do not thou reproach me too; 
Rather advife me in this hour of dai^r 
How I had bed difpofe myfelf ; to leave 
The camp, would argue fear, would aigie fhame ; 
Nor would I mid the rabble fo exalt 
Their felf-conceit, to think I aught could do 
To make me in their prefencc hang my head 
For one, or the other caufe, Belides, I doubt not. 
But that our father's ever-ready mind. 
Which like the fierce tide 'gainll. the rulhing 

tcmpefi: 
Still rifes ftronger meeting oppofition, 
Willprompt him with the means of wifli'dfuccefs. 
That he will gain admittance into Rome 
I little quefUon ; and Ihould Brutus turn 
A different way to gain the camp, thofc bands, 
Which with ftrifl orders watch each avenue, 
WiBrenderusasgoodaccountofhim. \_AJhota.' 
What found is that i Methought it was a Ihout 
As of a multitude. 

Ti'* It was ; perhaps the guards 

Have taken Brutus prifoner, or Ilain him. 

Enter 
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Enter Clavdivs. 

Claud. Fly, fly, my lords ! Brutus is in the camp ; 
I faw him with thefe eyes ; he waves aloft 
The bloody dagger ; all the foldieis hear him 
With wildetl admiration and applaufe. 
He fpeaks, as if he held the fouU of men 
Within his hand, and moulded them at pleafure. 
They look on him as they would view a god. 
Who, from the darknefs which inverted him, 
Springs forth, and knitting his ftem brow in 

frowns. 
Proclaims the vengeful doom of angry Jove. 
Herminius and Horatius too have join'd him. 
All cry aloud. Revenge! Revenge on Tarquin I 
Death to his fons ! — Fly! fly! andfaveyourfelves! 

Tit. Herminius and Horatius ! Traitors. — How 
Pafs'd he the guards ? 

Gaud. They brought him in triumphant. 

Ttt. Where's Aruns ? 

Ciaud. He is fled, my lord, to Cxn, 

And bids you follow him with utmoft ha{le. 

Ttl. Whither wilt thou ? 

Seic. I fliall ftraitway to Gabii, 

As to a fafe afylum. Fare thee well ! 

Tit. Farewcl to Sextus ! — Oh, pernicious fortune ! 
From this day forth, I date the utter ruin 
Of Tarquin and his fons. lExeunt. 

T SCENE 
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SCENE V. TAe WaUs ofRame. 

TAVLQ^WattheGait; ah»ve, LucKttius, Coila- 
TIKUS, Valerius, and Kaaan People. 

Luc. Whate'er he ixys to yoa, ye gentle Romans, 
Let me intreat you anTtrcr not a word. 
Who's kt that >iks wlmitiancef 

Tar. Am I then 

Alter'd (b much of iMe, that old Lacretkis 
Knows not his king? Why are thefe gates fall 

bair'd ? 
And who is it ihat ^lu^es refdfe me entrance I 

L1U4 This JhaU I Aafwer llniit. As for my kii^ 
Ikoow thee opt: tkoTaiquiaweH I know» 
And know hm for a tyrant, who lot^ time. 
Many a dreadful year of fervkade, 
Hdd Rofi>e laflAved ; i^infl that cruel tyrant 
Thefe gates are barr'd ; ihofe nhd tefak him 

eatiaoce 
An all the Roma* peojtk, wbo have dated 
Proclaim him banilh'd from their iand fix* ever. 

Tar. Istiiistliy ^tttude, (ddiaan? From me 
Thou hadft the authority thatt bow ufiicp'fti 

Luc. Wtea Ami wert kii^ 

i lield from thee the ^govannKiit, 2 own it. 
Thou from the pe<^Ie then didft hoW thy crown, 
WhoVe 
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Who've ilnce depoled thee ; fiom the people now 
■] hold the iDlerr^al dignity. 
When ftutuE fiem the camp (hall with him bring 
The enfranchit'd army, if te bim they give, 
. With ColfatinuB join^, m they've refolved, 
The del^atedtnift, their future confub, 
I ftuU with readlpeTs and pteaAire yield 
Into their hands my tranfitory fwiy. 

Tar, Had any oAers iij the Rtrawn ftate 

Fomented mid the people this rebellioit, 

I (houtd not thus have wond^'d : but that you. 

You three, 'whom I've admitted to my councils. 

Loaded with honours, dignities, and gifts 

Of price, diat you fhould with ibe ingrateful 

Bnitus, 
Whom as my child I've foller'd, join to ruia 
Your gracious mafter^ and kind benefafior. 
Is one of thofe ftrangc acciHents I labour 
In Tain to reconcile to probability. 

Luc, Forall the various favours I Vc recctved 

From Tarquin and his race, I am moft ^te&I 5 
But tia^ grat^l ftv my rauider'd daughter. 

Col. I forny nviJh'd and felf-flati^ter'd wife. 

Val. I, in the name of all the I^oman people, 
CosfeTs my gratitude ; the many favours 
On them beftww'd, now fw thefc many a year 
MygreateA happineTa have conftituted. 
For Bnitut, v^a \s abfcM, let me thanfc thee, 
fioth Uk Ws anvder'd £|ther and fais I^rQther. 

Ti Tar. 
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Tar. Lucretius ! Collatinus ! all the powos 

Who rule this univerfe can witnefs for me. 
How I deleft that hateful deed ; none feds 
More for the injured father and the hufband ; 
None curfes more the impious pei^tetrator, 
Tha from thefe loins he fpraog, than I myfelf. 
No I let the criminal beat all the weight 
Of your juft vengeance ; let him be brought forth 
Before the Roman people, Ilai^ bis trial. 
As by my royal word I fwear he ihall, 
Were he three times my fon ; and is his death 
Decreed, he furely dies. !put muft the innocent 
Be with the guihy punifli'd J Muft the father 
Bear the fon 's crimes? thecrimeswhichhe^bhorsf 
Yes, when I heard the tale, Lucretius, 
I ftarted back with horror, while my heart 
Wept tears of blood. . . 

Luc. Such tears thou ftiedd'ft over thy poifon'd brother. 

Col. Such o'er thy wife, brought to her timclefs end. 

Vol, Such tears thoufhedd'ft oyer the.gqod, old king- 

Luc^ Such oyer c^ch aflailinated noble. '; . 

Col. Siich oyer every murder'd Roman knight., 

f'al. Such over every death-doom'd citizen. 

Tar. How much you wrong my naturcj you yourfelyes 
Shall be the living judges. Prove my mercy. 
Return to your allegiance, reconciU 
To my authority the ductile croud 
By you feduccd: do this, and here I fwear, 
In prefence oi the gods, by every tie 

Which 



Digilis^byCOOgle 



LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. ui 

Which binds' mankind, my eyes fhall overlook 
All that is pafs'd ; nay more> I will fubmit me 
To your advice in all things, nor (hall ought 
That you can aflc, not be by me perform'd, 

Luc. Cand thou leftore my daughter to my arms i 

Col. Canft thou call forth my wife from her dark tomb ? 

Vol. Canfl thou biingbacktojife ten thoufand Romans, 
By thy ambition flain, or cruelty? 

Tar. Oh, Romans i Oh, my countrymen ! to you 
Do I appeal from thefe injurious men. 
X/Of.here I fland, he]plefs, and deftitute, 
Imploring pity only,, where I ought 
To claim obedience ; prayers are the arms I ufc, 
Poes this befpeak a tyrant ? — Sec theTe locks, 
Grey vrith the cares of government ! thefe rather 
Bcfpeak the f^ther^ I have govern'd you 
for &ye and twenty years, during which time 
I've fought your battles 'gainll your enemies. 
From whom you have return'jl with honour 

crown'd, 
Loaded with fpoils. I'm covcr'd o'er with fears. 
For you received ; for ill doth he deferve 
The name of royalty, who braves not peril, 
Who Ihrinks affrighted.at the frown of death, 
Yet tells his fubjcfts he's not terrible. 
And bids them meet the fury face tp face. 
For you, and for your glofy, hath my life 
Been ftill employ'd, I'm wearied out with toil 
Pndured for yoii. To raife your name abroad, 
-And 
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And makeeach ku^dom round you mention Rome, 
And what belongs to Rome with awe — All this 
I'vedoneferyou. Foryou have bome thefroA 
Of keen December, and for you faftatn'd 
The torrid d^-ltar. Have I ever hoarded 
My Ihare of the plunder > Fill'd my treafury 
Wiiii (luff which I defpifed, but as Jt ferved 
To add to Rome new luAre i — Look behind you ! 
Are not foryou thefe fumptuous buildipgs rais'df 
And for your bbnour i Let the gods themJelves 
Declare my motives, who nowdweH Jh temples 
Fitting th«r dignity, and Rome's magnificence. 
For which of thele my woiks am I exiled ? 
Oh, you have been deceived, grofdy deceived ' 
If I'm accus'd of wiy fancied crimes 
Artfully lodged agxind me ; till the-time 
You bid me reign, { Piall, as it behoves i^. 
Lay by my crown. Admit me then nnarm'd ; 
Thus as a fuppEant, with his naked head. 
Admit your king j he begs at your tribunal 
Topleadhlscaufe; he a^ics but common jullice ; 
But to be heard) before he is condenm'd. 
Luc, Who can refrain from )au^er at this fight ? 
Tarquin, the mod unjutl of mortal mm, 
Requiring juflice ; Tarquin who ne'er heeded 
A fupplianl's prayers, or in his wrath remember'd 
Sweet mercy, aflcing pity of a people, 
Whom he hath ever haTrafs*d with oppreffion J 
•pieir glory didft thou fcek ? No, 'twas thy own, 
froqd 
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Proud man. HidH tfaou thy pn^Ie's glory Ibughr, 
Or hadll thou truly known wherdn thy own 
Confined, thou wouldft have defired to fee them 
Happy mid free. What glory e'er did flaves 
ReceiTe from conqueft ? Or what happiaefs 
Can flaves^oy, feeing a fplendid palace 
Or gorgeous temple i — While within the heart 
' Freedom lits Qot indironed, and in that ifarine, 
Where hcxven's puic flame JbooU dwell, lurks 

difcontcnt. 
And ftniggUng, th<K^ depFeie'd, the generous 
aidoF ' . 

They from tbcir ancdlors ii^riffid, 
Wiat Romaa is alive to any thought 
But one, the fecret wilh of righteous i^ngeance ? 
Retire, falle wretch, odious to gads and men, 
Retire, c'ei 'tis too late, lelt, now ^ovok'd. 
We ope our ^tcs indeed, and mfiiing on thee, 
Tt^femeDce-dunge from baniAaient todeath. 

£nter Clavdius to Tarquik. 

Cla.ud.1 come, fent by the princes. 

Tar. In thy face 

I read'diy news ; draw nearer and dHclofe it ; 

But whifper Iww, that none may over-hear ihee. 
£y(i«^.TheguaTds, inl^ad of feizing Brutus, brau^thim 

I nto the camp ; he gain'd die foldien 'hiae. 

As he before had gatn'd ifie citizens i 

Trtus and Aroos are t» Csre fled, 

Seitas 
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Sextus to Gabii ; Brutus is at hand, 
With all the cavalry ; if you delay. 
My gracious lord, a moment, you are lofl. 

Tar. Ye faftious demagogues ! and (hibboni people ! 
Once more attend your king ! This meflenger 
Brings me advice, the army is at hand 
To aid their mailer ; Brutus, the arch-rebel, 
Is by their loyal ardor done to death ; 
Now then prepare to fed the utmoft weight 
Of my avengement : if I enter in 
In all my terror, by the immortal gods, 
I will have no remorfe; 111 fliew no pity ; 
I'll decimate the rebel crew, your limbs 
Shall feed the foxes, and each bird obfcene, 
Unburied, fcatter'd o'er the blood'flain'd earth. 
What do ye tremble ? — Yet deluded people, 
if e'er the army come you ope your gates. 
Throw down your weapons, afk my clemency ; 
You (hall, as little as you have dcferv'd it, 
Or may. expe£l fuch clemency from me, 
AH meet with mercy and a gracious pardon 4 
Nay, and at your requeft, I'll fpare your leaders. 
Provided they exile themfclves from Rome. 

J'a/, Tyrant, thou fpeak'ft in vain, thy artifice 

Is ihallow, and pierced through ; I faw pale fbar 

Sit on thechalk'd face of thy meflenger. 

The army can't degenerate fo far 

From thofe brave men whom they have left behind ; 

They are not from thy native place Tarquinil, 

But 
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But Romans bom, and will with joy receive 
Him who proclaims them free. — But fliouUI he 

periffa, 
Should Brutus (which avert ye righteous powers !} 
Have fail'd in his great enterprize, and met 
A glorious death ; glorious in fuch a caule, 
And hallow'd, tho by the hands of villains flain. 
Of regal tools ; know, Tarquin, there are ftiU 
Enough to aflume the part which he began ; 
Not one, but fifty Bnitus's are here. 
Who will, in the defence of liberty, 
Refift thy power, till the laft drop fliall leave ' 
T^eir noble hearts : we are refolved while life 
Isours, to five like men ; ifdiewemuft, 
As Toon or late all Qiall, like men to die. 

[Skout at a dijiance. 

Luc. Hear, tyrant ! hear ! this is the found of fate, 

Which peals forth thy deftnidion ; 'tis the ihout 
Of liberty, the IJgnal of fuccefs ; 
Brutus returns in triumph ; let us all 
Prepare in worthy manner to receive 
Our great deliverer. This is the hour. 
By deftiny decreed, to teach mankind. 
But chiefly guilty kings, that there are gods 
Who care for mortal deeds, and rule with juftJce 
The realms of heaven above, and earth below. 

\Exaint. 

Tar. Ye furies, glut yourfelves ! if there are gods. 
Who bend fo much from theii prerogative^ 

U T» 
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To league with rebel fubjeiEls 'g^iWl their Icings f 
Make fiire your woik ! llrike hexa ! Uaft tne af 

once! 
Ufe me, as I would u/e the Robmh people. 
Were they all as one worm beneath tny feet ! 
Thus would i trample themr and thus. — I leave 

thee, 
High-towering city, keep thy bulwarks finoi 
With double Ibength, cement thy flenes tegAher : 
For if I err not, I'll raife fuch a flame 
Throughout Hetruria, as fhaU not be quench'd 
Till thou and all thy fons be burnt as ftubbte 
Fired with one general blaze ; fiiould to th&ir aid 
The traitors' guardian gods defcend, I'll beat *1 
The harrying ftorm akmg the troubled air» » 
By> vengeance raifed, impeU'd by brave defpair. J 
£xit. 

SCENE Vi. Rem. ■ 

Brutus and CoLtAtiNtrS lu Ctnfuls mth liSorsr 
Valerius, Lucretius, ah./ o/Aiw. 

£r. Indeed, my noUe friends, yoH judge me ri^tly ; 
Thefe honours little move the mind <rfBrtihis. 
Ne'er did I covet gew-gawB, or the faree 
Of wind-blown pomp. Tis not the purple robe. 
The cunile chair, the liaors' keen-edg'dawe 
Infoieiiig hom^^c^ wlu«h s'ct dfew «ite tltdUght 
Of 
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Of mine aflde. But to behold a Bate 

Ddivar'd from (^preffi<Hi, to exps} 

Bafe ignominious flavety, with thofe 

Who forged her chains for a free people's necic, 

To. fee tha* pe^le Wefe'd wkh liberty, 

Aad thjdk that wc &iiU handdowu lo our chUdMn 

The mo& iosaluaMe gift of heavan, 

IVas diis. expedancy alooe, nhick caft 

A light duough dial Mack Ihade in' wkich I dwelt, 

Aad DOW this hwing fe^ couU I enjoy 

Tbe afliimifie of its being ftiU coaiinued, 

Again, without a fcniptey I'd veo«at 

To my obfcurity, known t» myWf 

Ah»iey hail'4 hy no tongue, ften by no eye. 

Val. That may not be; yet in hen infancy, 
Her joinls ({uite flack, unable to peEfonn 
T^if metions, and proceed alonct Rome wantf 
Thy thifili^uag head> tby executive hand, 
And ^r^r'fi CBfe<.-^i will not Say my joy 
Superior is to thins, but fiire 'tis equal, 
At leaft th« fwce of it can't (train a point 
Beyond its prefent reach. Lucretius too. 
And CoDatinus, may now comfort fcel. 
Mild as the beams of evening, wheq the fun 
Lodts placid for[h, after the boi^lrous llorms 
Which overwhelm'd tbe day. 

iac. We do, we do. 

{tfl. Such fellow-feding with my nobte colleague, 
Methinks my fpirit hath, that I almoll, 

U2 To 
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To fee this hour, could venture to pafs through 
Thofc agotiies, which tore my foul in twvn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

M^. All health to Rome! her fenate! aod her confuls! 

Br. Speak on what thou hail ^rther to impart. 

M^. I hither come, fent by the inhabitants 
Of Gabii ; they dcfire to mix with you' 
Thwr (hare of pleafure, for your late fuccefs, 
And pray the gods you daily jnay tncreafe 
In every earthly blelGng. They intreat 
You'll ftiU efteem them as your firm allies, 
And ancient friends. Chiefly they hail the man, 
Who iirft conceived, and dared, with brave refolve. 
Reduce to adion what his mind infpired. 
Laflly, I bring advice of Sextus' death. 
Who came no fooner to the gates of Gabii, 
Without his ufual train attending him. 
Than mindful of their injuries fuftain'd, 
Refenting his moft cruel deeds, to which 
They had been long unwilling witneflcs. 
The populace furrounding him, with clubs 
And ftones, the weapons which came firR to hand. 
Slew the unpitied homicide. 
Br. This meflage 

Thou muft delivu' to the alTembled fathers. 
From them receive thy anfwer. Now, Lucretia, 
Thy ^oft may ceafe to wander o'er the earth. 
And TeR, in peace. 

luc. 
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Lac. BlefTed inhabitants 

Of Gabii [ Oh, ye gods, your ways are juf^! 
Now will I (it me down, and try to bear 
Hatefiil old age, the affli£tton of mortality, 
But'haftening on its remedy and cure. 

Col. Yet I regret the villain fliould be Qain 
fiy any hand but mine. 

Enter Claudius. 

Gaud. Is Brutus here t 

My buRnefs is with him. 

Br. Another meflenger ! 

I know thee well ; difclofe thy errand ftr^t. 

Clfiud. I come from Anins ; what be bade me utter, 
If liberty of fpcech be granted me, 
I fhall deliver, 

Bt. Speak 5 thy words are free. 

(laud. Then thus he fays— tell Brutus, tell that traitor. 
That fool who was, that knave who ever will be; 
That (hould I meet him in the field of battle. 
Were his flcull trebly thicker than it is, 
I'd thoroughly examine its contents. 
Is this denied me ? When I bear the fway 
With Titus, which perhaps he may remember 
We carn'd together, I will fend to Delphi, 
On purpofe, for that cudgel he prcfented 
ynto the god ; with which each day his fhouldcrs 
^hall be fo flay'd, that he Ihall wiJh his feign'd 

Were 
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Were tont'd to real infen/ibility, . -:■; 

Treaiie^ wkb this conredioa diiring life. ^ 
AJt him too, if his bravery wars with w -;■ 

And wh^hn* he hath (lain the aged queen 
Sr. And 6p& thou bring no other mdiage ? l' 

Claud. No» , ■', 

Br. 'Tis worthy of the (coder, and the fcnt. ..-T! 

Go tell thy pleafant mailer, that I bear . 

With ColJatinus Join'd, chief fway in R 
TeU hira the oracie is now fulfiU'd ; 
Tell him I kifs'd my mother when I fell, ; 

E'en in (he very portico of the temple. 
The earth, the general parent of us all. 
And if 'twiU&irther pleafe Ihibl, that the ci 
I to the god pre&nted, was an emblem 
Expredive of myfelf, a golden rod 
Beneath a caie of wood* As to his threats 
Tell him I heed them as the chiding gale, ' 
Or the ocean wave beating at the fix'd baie 
Of 4 high promontory. Though Ihould I meet 

him 
Mid the enfanguin'd lield in glorious (ighr> 
Engaged for the great caufe of liberty, 
I'll dare the proudeft of my country's foes, 
And with t^ie fword of vengeance, on his crclt 
Engrave a mark indelible : tell him 
No Roman murders women ; that we leave 
To Tarquin and his Tons ; even the croud 

Purfued 
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Puriwed her only through the ftreetswith curfes, 
InV(Aed the furies of her pafeWts oh her, 
And (aw hrt pafs the city gate ; lb hence 
In &fcty go, to him who fent thee hither. 

lExit Claud, 

P'al.' That miflronary did but HI deferve - -ii 

So civil a difchai^. 

£r. Were Anms us, 

Neither would he have found it. Now, my 

friends, 
To-morrow will Horatius and Herminius, 
The Ardeats having to a truce agreed 
For fifteen years, lead all the army homevcard. 
Then in the common meeting of the people. 
Left they Ihould think two kings inftead of one 
(Though chofen annually) may lord it o'er them ; 
One of us, Cotlatinus, wilt lay down 
Our fymbols of command, only refumed 
Alternate month by month. The good Papirtus, 
King of the holy things, fhall offer up 
Our general facrifice, while we again. 
And every individual then alTembled, 
Both for ourfelves and our pofterity, 
Renew our folemn oath ne'er to admit 
One of the Tarquin race. This night (more 

grateful 
Than clouds of incenfe) let our fecret prayers. 
Our private gratitude, and llianks, afccnd 

To 
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To the high-ruling powers. For howfoe'er, 
Vain man may think he plans with arduous care^ 
Their breath alone his fentiments infpires. 
They fill his breatl with more than mortal fins. 
Their energy lights up the patriot flame. 
They raife the humble, and the haughty tame. 
They every human accident forefee, 
To ttiem not accident, but certainty. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WHEREE'ER Maakind to bcnA &«e<k>B)u(), 
Have foK*d above dx gravcliag Sana of daft, 
Wheree'er the Arts their fiagiaat wreatbei bnc wove, 
\Vberee'er the viilues leaoieJ with Ptcriot kwe. 
And hrighi-cycd Science Died ber hetvenly dcwi, 
Tbere public taAe hffh imrfcd ibe Tngic Uwb, 
And Reafon lo hei geaeioujcirBCiMifim'd, 
Tbe iioblel), bell rnMKioni of the mind. 

Til het's where human isflitwicK He weak, 
With firm, unbiall emphaG) to fpeak. 
Vt^itb geouine nature link perfualive art. 
And bind in magic tics the willing heart, 

Sbe ^ves lo view the Tyrant's naked bieaft, 
'\Vhar euilt diOurbs turn, and what ti:an iufefl. 
Sbc with abhcirence marks ilic I'laitor's name, 
And deaths Ambition in the robes of Shame; 
BepTdTes Cruelty ; and rears on high 
Tbe flandard of Imperial liberty. 

Is Innocence by tieoor flem fubdued? 
Sbe flecli her (bul wrth confcious loititude. 
Bid* her above this fordid earth to life, 
And claim alliance with her native fkies. 

Who iheo, by partial error led afliay, ^ 

With bally cenlure brand* ihe Tragic lay ? 
The glorious ftrains which polifh'd Athcni lau^t. 
Refining and exalting human thought ? 
When Sa^es praifeJ the Poet's moral pen ? 
And llflening Heroes feU that they were men i* 
What tine defer! is (heir's, at Viitae's call. 
Who make tbe cfacdiettt paffioas nte or fall 1 



For when by idcot laughter unpoffefl. 
She, gentle Goddffs, fecks the foften'd breall. 
From grief itfelf a namelefs plcafure flows. 
And pity loves f melt at fancied woes. 

Not duoHgh Antiquity's obfcurer w^'S, 
To climes remote our Biitifh Author fliays, 
Not from the Italian, or the French iranflatci. 
Alters old plois, or even imitates. 
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From your own Aanali he bU Dory drawi. 
Tradition long baih ctown'dic whh appliule. 
When the fierce Danes their barbarous inioads pluui'di 
And pour'd deflruElior. o'er each hatraft land. 
When they belieged thcfe Walti, and hoped lo wii^ 
Nor fcnew fuperior valour dwell wiihin: 
Till the bold Ciiiieai afbll'd iheir Hoft, 
And drove the infutiing Mifcrcanti from their Coifl> 
Thui, for ibeir Country, dared your Sire* to bleedi 
Nor have ihcir Sons difgraced the rall^nt deed. 
Courageous now, as when they qucli'd ihe Dice, 
Still fiutbfiil, loyal, generous, and humane. 



DRAMATIS PERSON.E. 



V O I N I R. 

E D K E D. 

R O D O L P H. 

ALBERT. 

O S W V. 

BRITHRIC, or SIGEB£RT. 

CITIZENS, DANISH CAPTAINS, &C. 



SCENE. ExETEB, and the adjacent Coontiy. 
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SCEN£ I. A Camp. At fame dijlance the CaftU, 
and City 5/" Exeter. 

VOLNIR, BrITHRIC. 

Vol. O HALL not this city fall beneath my power J 
^ What magic buckler guards it ? To my arms 
' The puny offspring of this fea-girt land 
Have yielded wherefoe'er I fought. My ftiips 
Beneath their treafiires bend. The ravaged coall, 
HencC) to the fartheft Orcades, laments 
Her flaughter'd chiefs, and defolatcd towns. 
What fay'ft thou Englilhman ! Our itrll alTault 
Hath proved in vain, will they withftand another^ 

Brith. Doubtlefs they will. In native courage botdi 
The warlike fons of Ifca cannot droop 

Y By 
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By fudden fear o'crcome. To conquer rfieoi. 
Patience with ardent valour muft be joined ; 
Nor will they yield, till clofed within the net 
Of extreme fate and dire neceflity. 

'V. How doll thou know their charader fo well ? 

I thought thou told'll me, thou wert born far off. 
Upon the banks of Trent ? 

Brilk. 1 told thee true. 

But who, within thefe confines, is a Uranger 
To the Damnonian fame i Their worth in arms- 
Even their foes confefs. Before thefe walls 
For two long tedious months did Sweno mourn,. 
lUunricus monarch, and with ihamc and rage 
Beheld his Malted laurels. Nor at length. 
But by a Norman traitor gain'd the place, 
Ignobly gain'd it. Why, O ilUadvifed, 
Would'ft thou fit down before it ? 

r<j/. Brithric, hold ! 

No more with thy ill-omen'd notes prefume 
To infeft my ear. Haft thou forgot, old man. 
When firft I faw thee in thy boimied Ihip, 
The fad fyrvivor of thy vanqulfh'd crew, 
Cover'd with wounds ) When I prefcrv'd thy life. 
And made my foe my friend ? For Volnir ne'er 
After the rage of fight, could plunge his fword 
In the unguarded bofom of the brave. 

Brili.iio, Volnir, I can ne'er forget that day. 

Vo/. Thou baft forgot it ; elfe why interpofc 

Thefe frigid cautions ? Haft thou e'er with arms^ 
Ot 
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Or counfels, aided me, Unce iiift I urged 
The tide of war againfl the Anglian ftiore ? 
Now, by my fword I fwear, when I have gainM 
Some glorious viflory, thefe eyes have feen 
Thy cheek bedew'd with tears. 

Brith. And fay, could'ftthou 

View ruin with gigantic llride, pafs o'er 
Thy Denmark's breall unmoved I No, furely, no. 
In other realms thou haft not feen thefe feet 
Behind thee linger ; my victorious arm 
Gothland hath witnefs'd, and the Frank, the Scot, 
Oft fled before the lightning of my fpear. 
Thefe were my enemies as well as thine. 
But can 3 private tye, e'en gratitude 
Strongell of all, make me foiget the love 
I owe my country i Perifli then this arm ! 
May thefe white locks unfeemly ftrew the dull \ 
When my advice Ihall prompt, or hands dare 

execute 
A guilty deed againft my native foil ! 

Vol. Why hath thy native foil ne'er paid thy ranfom ? 
For well I know, thou art not of the race 
Of common men. 

Brith. Why a(k of me a queftion 

Thou ■ heft can'ft anfwer ? Would'ft thou have 

permitted 
A melfenger from me to (eek my friends, 
Longt long e'er now my ranfom bad been paid. 

Ya Thou 
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Thou know'ft, tho pleafed, the more ctiHgjitcn'ct 

manners, 
And cuftoms of weli-regulated ftates 
By my inftruftions taught, to exalt me high 
Amid thy warriors, conqueror as thou art. 
Thou know'ft I have not willingly forfaken 
Thofe I held dear. I left my foul's beft portion, 
A vahied wife ; a young and growing daughter, 
An infant fon I left. Could I forget 
In fplendid flavery thefe tender names ? 
For life I am thy debtor, and havte ferved 
In other wars moll faithfully. But fHH 
Affection wrings my heart, and liberty 
Is unpolTefs'd, tho I without a boaft 
Might claim it as my due. 

f'ol. Go, join the foe. 

Hence murmurer to the city, and betray 
Me, and my army. 

Brith. Volnir, no, I fcom 

The paths of bafenefs. Prifoner, to thee, 
Unranfom'd never will I quit thy camp. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Rodolfh, with Editha, ,''nd other Pri/oners. 

Vol. Welcome, brave Rodolph ! Haft thou well explored 
The country toward the north ? 

Rod. 
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Hod. I have. No foe 

Dares ^UjA agaiofi us, terror-ftnicl^ they fly, 
And leave to us their numerous hexds aod^ocks. 
I tnlccd yon winding ftream for many 3 mile, 
Through its luxuiiant vale, fit haunt for g^, 
Unlikfc our blafted heaths, here plenty dwdls, 
Clad io her richefl rohes. Could vre. poQefs 
The city, withthis fcene before our view, 
Hare mi^t wtf fix out home, and each nerve Urung 
With doul^le vigour, bravo the utmoft force 
Of the whole adveife ifle. A r^ioh this. 
Worthy of jwne but Denmark'^s valiant race.— 
Bear olFthefe prilbners. To my tept condufi 
This tuembUng fair one. Fear not, gentle damfel, 
Rodolph is thy proteftor. 

Vol. Stay awhile. 

Whence is that beauteous maid ? 

Rod. ' '" A votaress' flie. 

Immured within a neighbouring abbey's walls. 
We burft the gate, and' took her thence by force, 

Fol. Enough. Retire. {Exeunt ^SM\a, &c. 

Rodolph, it ill becomes 
A fojdier in the clamorous field of war 
To ligh at beauty's feet. 'Tis our's to te«ch 
The eager fwottj to bile the crefled hdm : 
To c^l the hawks of heaven,' and bid them mv^ 
The joys of fight J to drench the ground is blood. 
Nor, till r«!turn'd from war, to take the maid, 
Pr blooming widow to our wUh'd embrace. 

Rod, 
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Rffd, Fear not my chief ; guarded with facred care 
She dwells fccure, 'tiU placed within mjr flup, 
A matcHcfs prize. 

y«i. So (hall thy chief applaud thee. 

Now hear what we have purpofed. Be it thine 
To head a daring band by me feleded. 
And when the moon dips in the cave of night 
Her fiber brow, to fcale with filent ftep 
Yon caftlc walls ; myfclf will on the city 
Pour my whole force, and with incelTant (lorra 
Facilitate thy enterprize. 

H^d. My thoughts 

Accord with thine. Plan thou each arduous deed i 
And let this heart the bold defigns fulfill. [Exit- 



SCENE III. 

V0LK1K> BrITHRIC. 

fW. Mark'd you the vii^in f 

Brith. I obferved her well. 

Her modefty, her air above the vulgar. 

Her unaided filent look of woe. 

With ftrange emotions filt'd my heart. I pity her. 
Fol. Her fate is to be «ivicd. Rodolph's valour 

Defcrvcs the ^ireft. Where can beauty feel 

True pleafure, but when clafp'd in the embrace 

Of the intrepid warrior ^ 

Brilh. 
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Srith, . Tender mourner! 

Who knows her grief ! Her fad anxiety ! 
Torn from her friends ! Perhaps an aged father 
Now beats his breaft, and curfes in defpatr^ 
The cruel hand of fate. A frantic mother 
Perhaps now breathes her laft, in anguifh wild. 
Calling in vain il^on her much-loved daughter. 

fol. I blufh to hear this weaknefs ; glad am I 
None of my noble Danes are witneflcs 
To this thy folly ; but if thou regard'ft 
My anger, dare not with inglorious wailings 
Difgrace my camp. War is no fchool of pity. 
Nor would I, that the fpirits of my followers. 
Rough and invincible, be e'er degraded 
To the foft failings of the (ilkeo crew, 
O'er whom they triumph. Why is ftrength im^ 

parted. 
Why the heroic foul, but from the bafe 
Unmanly grafp of cowards, thofc pofTeflions 
TTiey merit not to wrcft ) Riches and beauty. 
The harvefl of their labours i 

Britk. Is it then 

Denied to feel for the affliaed ? 

rot. No; 

But rule thy feelings ; like a man, fupport 
Thy nature's frailty \ feed on grief in fecret. 

lExil 

Brith. O curfe ! to bear a mind whence fweet humanity 
By barbarous cuRom is exiled ! To know 

No 
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No virtue, but ferocious brutal courage t 
Yet is this chief fuperior to his race. 
And education which hath (leel'd his foul 
■To gentle pity, hath not quite erafed 
■ The native fenfe of reflitude. He fpared 
My life ; and lored a valour like his own. — ■ 
.The thoughts ofthispoo/virginftiUdiftiefs me. 
Such is my daughter's age. — ^But ftie's far diflant^ 
It cannot be. — And yet her rAothei's features 
Rofe to my mind. — "Tis but the fport of fancy. — > 
Oh ! could I once again behold my children, 
I then might die in peace. — But who can tell 
Whether fome other band of thefe invaders 
May not have llain, or hurried them away 
To fad captivity J Perhaps I mourn 
- The abfence of the dead ! w dead to me* 
Who never muft behold them; doom'd to wafls 
My days in mifery, and die a Have, 

Enter Rodolph. 

Stilh.HaH thou fo foon left thy fair prifoner ? 

Sod. New to misfortune is the maid ; her forrow 
Refi{)s all arguments ; perfualion fails ; 
Nor will (he hear a word of foothing comftwt. 
She will be calm anon. Thefe warmer pafllons 
Sooneft abate. Yet 'twas a icene of terror 
From whence I fnatch'dhcr; for the foolifh crew 
Their gates had barricadoed, which provoked 
My gallant bands to deeds of vengeance. All 

All 
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All but fte, and one, whom at 3, poflem door 
A yoetb.bete off upon his rapid HetA, 
Fell vidims to the kceti retentlefs fword. 

Britk. Whence w«e the etbcF captives ? 

Bod. They were taken 

From neighbouring villag^s^ the foUtcr's plunder, 
To them by lot diftributed. ' 

Brilk. Would'ft thou. 

Should I retfueft it, fufl^r ine to viTit 
This c^ive in thy tent i 

Rod. Hah ! dofi thou know 

What 'tis tbmt aflcft } 

Brith. I do. Thau waoU'ft be wiiling 

To diy hec tears f 

Rod, I would. . 

Britk. 'Tis for that purpofc 

I alk an interview. I am her countryman. 
And fliould I to her ear unfold thy worth. 
Thy excellence above the other chiefs ; 
Make her of that good fortune fenfible. 
Which, mid her depth of woe, to thy poffeHion 
Devoted her \ may not her mind be moved, 
Sooth 'd by the cheering fpeech of honell age, 
And caft anxiety afide ? 

Rod. I'll truft thee. 

Thy fnowy head procbims, that in thy breaft 
The flame of warm defire's long fince extin£t. 
Go Brithric. I woiild bend her to my wifhes, 
,£ut not reludantly. The fickly appetite 

Z Of 
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Of impotence may provocation need 
In cold refinance, but my glowing foul 
Seeks equal palTion, and the yielding fair 
To blefs, mull covet blefling. — Hence, away ! 
I wait on Volnir ; be hath now demanded 
Once more a parley i and the haughty Albert, 
Exonia's PnefeA to our camp draws ni^. [^Exil. 
Brilk.Pioteii thefe towers, kind heaven ! tho for the fms 
Of guilty nations, for a time thefe robbers 
Bear thy vindi^ive fcourge ; yet, teach mankind 
At length, that facrilege and cruelty 
Will draw the terrors of thy juftice down ! 
That mercy is thy darling attribute, 
And thy arm bared to punifli, not deftroy 1 



ACT 



I 



E D I T H A. 



SCENE I. Volnir'j Teni. Volnir and his 
Captains, 

Fol. Once more my noble friends, who chofe mc 
willingly 
Your leader in this war, I mean to try, 
Whether by mild pcrfuafion, or by threats. 
This Albert may be Ihaken. For tho frankly 
You rulh amid the tempefl of the fight. 
To you not dreadful, and pour forth your blood, 
As well becomes the brave ; yet do ye know 
To relilh life, and all its genuine pleafurcE. 
For this we leave our barren rocks, to tear 
From the luxurious arms of battening lloth. 
Its wealth fuperfluous, and its gcvgeous robes. 
Rich gems, and fpur to every great detign 
The love'-ejcciting fair. Nor would I raffity, 
When dire ncceffity impels not, utge 
Your feet to danger's fatal paths. — Should Albert, 
Depending on its flrength, refufe to yield 
This well-girt city, he, like other foes. 
May buy our abfence dearly, and bring fonh 
The hoarded gold and precious moveables, 

Za Which 
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Which the afFrighted citizens (hall give 
With pleafure ; while we feek our native land. 
With (hips fuU-fraughli bearing a treafure thither. 
Greater than Denmark ever faw before. 
Caft. Confcioiis of thjr fupertor vrorth, we truft 
To thee our intereft; in the fanguine field, 
Or mazy treaty, ftedfaft to purfue 
The path where Volnir, or where wifdom leads., 

£nier RoDOLPH, roiVA Albert. 

Jiod. The Prifea Albert. 

foL He does well to obey 

Our fummons. — Albert welcome. 

A/&- Think not Dane 

Tbo proud thy fpeech, that Albert's adls aro 

govern'd. 
But by his own free will, 'Tis true I coane, 
And by thy meflagc prompted ; but expeAiog 
No lordly looks to fee, to hear no terms 
Of infult from a foe we need not dread* 
Our bulwarks laugh to fcorn thy Utmoft force^ 
Guarded by men, prepared as thou haft found,^ 
But led beneath their niins to expire, 
E'er Aain their fouls with in&my. I oome, 
Ui^ed by an in^ulfe to thy bread unknown, 
That of humanity. To bid thee fly. 
For vengeance is at hand ; to bid thee fparc 
The ftrcaras of blood, which fate prepares to pour 
Over the& verdant fiekls. For tho revenge 

Infpires, 
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InfptfCB, tho to the ravages of war 

You join fell cruelty, tho fmokii^ vJU^es, 

Women ind childicn murder'd, weU might fted 

To tGie retaliittion aU our hearts ! 

Yet dear is every citizen to tne ! 

Thefe eyes. hare leea enough of death already. 

T4us iuur is thine, retice : the next is our's: 

And tliy retreat cut off, one generfd ruin 

Inrolves you all. 

Albert, I love thy boldnefs. 
A foe thou art, worthy a fon of Denmark 
To cope withal. But haft thou mark'd our camp ! 
And warlike preparation^ Think not vainly 
, Thou can'ft -^cafc dellni£lion. Flulh'd with 

conquefl 
In every country from the frozen fea 
To dns delightful region, nought avails 
Thy bravery againft us. Yonder walls 
Already totter to their decp-fet bafe. 
ConfuU then this humanity of thine, 
Open the gates ; fo Gait thou fave the lives 
<X thy devoted citizens, and tafte 
Our amplcfl clemency. 

Whence haft thou gain'd 
This confidence, audacious man ? Becaufe 
So fpiritlefs was our defence, when lately 
We beat thee from our ramparts? When thy 

braveft 
f cU at our feet ia death i And the rcmaii«ler 

To 
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To their intrenchments iled i Can this have taught 

thee 
To boaft ? To threaten ? — By the inhabitants 
Of this one town alone thus roughly treated^ 
When the ctJlefled force of Devon burlls 
In thunder on thce> as e'er long it will, 
Thy raven's wing, whofc plumes already moult. 
Shall rife no more ; but in the dull be trod, 
Scorn'd by the meanefl pea&nt of our iQe. 

fol. So ralhly warm ! 

^It. So reafonably bold. 

Foi. To ceafe this idle play of language, vain 

And foreign to our purpofc. Should we quit 
Thefe girded walls, devoted to our will.— 
Your citizens arc rich ; fay, with what fum 
Will they their freedom and their lives redeem i 

Alh. Perifh the thought ! were our flreets paved with 
gold, 
Exped not Dane from us the fhining treafure. 
For thee we hoard up nought but Heel, to which 
Thou art right welcome, 

Fol. Be it fo.— But Albert, 

When ruin enters o'er yon towers, when horror 
And fell deArudion riot in your ftreets, 
Accufc not us of cruelty, the obftinate 
Urge their own fate, our confciences are free. 

Mh. WewillacquittheeDane,tilllhenfarewell! [Exit. 

fol. Prepare my friends ! from this determined man 
Expert no common fhock. Each to lus poll ! 
Yet 
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Yet hath our Iteady and unfhaken valour, 
Met greater dangers than his utmoft power 
Can bring in oppo{itton, and with cafe 
Subdued them all. Only refolve to conquer 
And you're already conquerors. l^Exeuni. 



SCENE 11. RoDOLPH'j Tmt. 

Editha. 

O ftate of horror ! worfe than death itfelf ! 
Yes, I would die with pleafure, to the Tword 
Submit my neck, or run to me:t the blow. 
But fave me fpotlefs heaven ! Say, who art thou i 

Enter Brithric. 

Britk. A friend, a countryman, by Rodolph fenC — 

Ed. Rodolph ! dctefled name ! 

Britk. And why detefted ! 

Thou art a Ilranger to his worth, his love — ■ 
Ed. 'Tis monflrous ! Name it not. Said'ft thou hU 
love! 

Thou can'ft not mean it. 
Brith. Calm thefe tranfports virgin, 

And hear tne plead his caufe. 
Ed. I will not hear thcc. 

Tis poifon to my ears. Difhonefl Englifhman! 
Leava 
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Leave me ; hence, to the robber who employed 

thee; 
Fitteft. focicty ! 

Brith. ImpalHon'd thus, 

I will not leave dice. Sred up in profpcrky. 

Thou haft not tafted mifery's fad cup. 

And therefore view'ft thy lot with double anguifli. 

But time with lenient hand will foothe thy grief. 

And teach thee to repay with gratitude, 

The care, the love, thewarmdefires of Rodolph. 

£.d. Haft thou out-lived thy feelhigs P Or art thou 
A willing flave? A'traitor to thy country ? 
Oc wert thou forced upon this odious tafk I 
Thou know'ft me not. — I pity and forgive tliee, 

Britk.\et if refentmem for thy country's wrongs, 
Or thy own injuries, iftheefteem 
Of honour, and' the innate love of virtue 
Permit thee not to yield ;■ try what thou can'ft 
To gain forbearance ; try dilfitnulation j 
To feign for honeft purpofes is lawful. 
He will fubmit ; and lucky opportunity 
Perhaps will crown thy wifdom. 

^■d, BaCe advifer ; 

Clofc thy unhallow'd lips. When thee I violate, 

O pure Cncerity ! O holy truth. 

When I ftiall ceaie thy mandates to adore ! 

May ^nominy be my portion here. 

And heaven refute me happinefs hereaftsi \ 

Of all the vices which my foul abhors. 

There's 
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^There's none whofe dire comnmnion I would fliun 
Like vile deceit ; to every other crime 
It forms a path, till the whole bread becomes 
A ftore-houfe of pollution. -^As for thee, 
Whofc abjeift mind is fuited to thy ftation. 
Hence from my fight, and torture me no more. 
For know, I want no counfel but my own. 

brith.How I admire this warmth ! \AfideJ\ O gentle 
maid, 
Whofe anger in fo jull a caufe, delights 
The heart attuned in unifon with thine ! 
Excufe an old man's policy, who looks 
With tendereft fympathy on thy afflt^ion. 
Who wilh'd to prove if thy interior graces 
Equal'd thy outward charms. Who knows ^y 

danger, 
And would pour forth his blood to give thee fafety ; 
For thou art like-' — O heaven ! 

Ed. Can I believe 

This fudden change ? Thy face indeed is honeft. 
And thofe white hairs of age claim revereiKe. 
The tear too wets thy cheek. — ButwbyfufpedmeF 
Thy trial Ihews thou didfl. Can with integrity 
Sufpicion dwell } So odious a companion ? 

£ri/^<T'was not fufpicion, I difclaim its weaknefs. 
Twas chance, 'twas curiofity, delire 
To have thee higher rife in my efteem. 
'Twas any things but.a defign to injure 
Thy purity of foul. When iirft I faw thee, 

A» Methou^t 
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Metboiight my bcait was Hnk'd to thine, i vow't) 
To do thee fervice ; but alas I what feirice^ 
Can I, a wretched prifoner, aflbrd ! 
I may lament, but cannot refcue thee. 

£d. OEdred where art thou! O Bertha! Bertha I 

Sri^^-Whatraidltthou! What! 

Eti. Whence is this wild emotion f 

Why doft thou fix thy eyes, and gaze tlnis on me ? 

Sril/i. Did'ft thou not mention Edred ? 

Ed. What of him ? 

Bri/LAad Bertha too? 

Ed. I did. 

BrilA. Are ihey thy friends ? 

Ed. My mother and my brother. 

SntA. And tfry naow ? — 

Ed. Is Editha. 

SritA. TTiyfaAer?— 

Ed. Was Eari Sgcbett. 

Srilh. I, I am he ; O Editha ! my child ! 

I am thy long-loft father, I am Sigebert. 

Ed. My father ! is it pofBHe ! my fathe*1 

JInVA.I am indeed. Oh! I am wild with joy, 

Ed. Andfiiall I know the bleflingof a father! 

Jn'M.Thouftalt, rtiou Ihah. Oh! not the Kght itfelfy 
Not the warm blood which gives me motion, fcnfr, 
Shall be fo dear to me. I thought I faw 
The fisatures of my Bertha. O my cTiiM 1 
My lovdy Editha ! — But in this place ! 
And in this Rodolph's power! Yc angels ftoop, 
. Stoop 
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SUK^ on your wings of ^ce, and fave my child ! 
Where is that beft of women ? Where is Bertha ? 
And where thy brother } Are they not in Mercia ? 
By what jlrange myOery art thou prifoner here i 

Ed. O my dear father ! (to pronounce that name 

Thrills my whole foul with pleafiire.j Edred's 

yaiour, 
AiA youtiiful merit, won the royal favMir 
Of our great mailer Ethelred. Another ' 
Poffefles thy inheritance ; to him 
He gave domains which far exceeded thine> 
Here, in the bouods of Pevon, ample rights, 
Forefts, and large command. Thy fad misfortun? 
Was in this grateful bounty not forgotten. 
For long we've thought thee dead, ui^number'd tears 
Hath Bertha pour'd, and ftiU the painful (igh 
Oft fwells her bofom.. When fl>e beard thy fhip 
Was by a tempeft fevcr'd from the reft^ 
She fear'd the greedy waves had fwallow'd it, 
And mourn 'd in jjittereft woe her hufland's death, 

PrUh'Ohl had it not beep fever'd, £)e;^niar)t's Tons 
Had not fo long fpread ruin o'er my country ; 
I had not yielded to this Daniflf chief^ 
Opprels'd by iuimbers;norwithhin]dragg'dout 
Eighteen long years of tedious fervitudc. 
Nor had the father and the daughter thus 
Met helplefs captives. But where is flje now? ' 
And whCTc my fon J 

Aa? frf, 
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Ed. This moxn when laft I faw them-* 

Oh ! thou recall'ft the dreadful fcene of blood, 
The horrid maflacre. Within that fanftuaiy 
Had Bertha and myfelf retired for fafety. 
When at one gate the foe demanded entrance^ 
We heard the voice of Edred at the other. 
Either by chance, or fearing their intent 
He came, but unattended ; llrait he placed 
My mother on his courfer, and out-ftripp'd 
The winds for her deliverance. 

Brith. Noble youth ! 

Ed. By this, no doubt, he hath regain'd the city. 

Where, with his houftiold train in deeds of danger 
He is the foremotl, and encourages 
The moil remifs to action. 

Brilh, O my daughter ! 

Grief mingles with my j oy, — Preferve him heaven ! 
And lead him on to vidory ! — For thee 
I weep, my Editha. Ah \ what avails it 
That thou wert fnatch'd from flaughter, if thou 

now 
Muft be expofed to favage violation ! 

Ed. Let us not hiurmur. That almighty power 
Who faved me there as by a miracle. 
Can here fiipport me. 

Britht In that power I truf). 

But I muft guard thee with a father's love ! 
And dangerous is the path I fliall purfue. 

Ill 
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I'll hence to Volnir, in whofe breafl I claim 
Some lhare of confidence, to him difclofe 
Rodoiph's inftruftions, his defign on thee ; 
I will enbrge on his inglorious paflion. 
So nnSt his difcipline he will, I know, 
Divide you till they re-embark. Mean-time 
I may devife Tome other plan to fave thee. 

£d. To thee, and heaven, do I commit myfelf. 

BrilA. Farewell my child ! I could almoll perfuade 
My old fond heart, that innocence, like thine. 
Might melt the moft relentlefs fon of Denmark 
To foft humanity. — Farewell ! farewell ! l^Exit. 

Ei. Farewell ! May all-overwatching providence 
AfliA thy pious care, and fhield thy daughter! 

l-ntcr RoDOLFH. 

Rod. Once rnpre, my beauteous captive, e'er I plunge 
Amid the (lorm of war, I come to hear 
More gentle accents from thy mouth, to meet 
More gentleglancesfromthy eyes. — HathBrithric, 
My friend, thy ancient countryman been with theeJ 

Ed. He hath. 

Rod. Thou view'ft me with the look of fcorn. 

And his perfuafions have not overcome 
That Ihibbom heart. 

Ed. Away ! I would reproach thee. 

But fentimenta like mine will prompt a language 
Thou can 'ft not underltand. 

Rod. 
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Rod. Hah! Do'ft thou kaow 

My poirei o'ct thee k abfolutc } 

Ed. I know it. 

To wounds> to accidents, to violence, 
This outward frame is fubjeft ; but the mind 
Enjoys her glorious freedom uncontroul'd. 

Rod. Nor have | hurt that mind, tbo' privileged 
By war and conqueft. 

Ed. Rather 6y by facrilege, 

Rapine, and cruelty. All other nations 
Refpe3 the matron niA the hoary Gre, 
Melt at the virgin's and the iofaot's tear. 
Thy fayage race, intent on mdilefs fUu^iter, 
Heeds none of thefe ; nor can ttie holteft places 
Proteft them from their fury. Like the tiger, 
Which loves to fwim in blood, and tears the flock, 
Tbo gor^d with food, in frantic wantonnefs. 

Rod. What treatment can a foe expert but death. 
Or flayery, from a foe ? We have not yet 
Enervated our minds by fouthem manners. 
Nurfed in the arms of war, I love the fight. 
The whizzing arrow, and the flying fpear. 
The clang of fliields, afid temped of the field. 
To love my country, and to hate my enemy. 
Be mine. What virtue can exalt the foul 
Of man, but courage i 

£d, Mercy and compafHon, 

Which bind a wreathe around the warrior's helm, 
And lead his footfteps in the paths of glory. 

Rod. 
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Red. And guM^d \ara doubttefs in the day of battk ! 

By thefc your Eng^iJhmcn have fought fo bravely. 
And with refiftlefs ardour ftopp'd our courTe. 
Such virtues wer may my foes poffefs ! 

Ed. O Uind to tnith ! uncivtiized barbarian \ 
With what difdain the polilh'd foul beholds 
The man who finks himfelf beneath the bmte ! 

Rod. No more. Thou wilt perchance repent this pride> 

Ed. No ; I defpife thee from a noHcr motive ; 
I foar above thee, confcious of a dignity 
Thy heart ne'er feh, the dignity of vinue. 

Red, That be ihy folace here ! I go to execute 

My chief's commands. The moon hath left the 

heavens, 
The dcnids of night hang o'er the keeping city. 
And lull it to its fate. Though cloath'd with 

beauty, 
Excelling all my eyesliave feen before, 
Yet think not I (ball foothe, and fawn, and kneel. 
For favours in my power. — ^Thou art my captive. 

Ed. But am thy captive only wbile I plcafe. 

Think'ft thou I prize my life beyond my honouif 

Red. The words of Boaay a fjur, who, to enhance 
The boon, would make it difEcult to win- 
So fin: I've l»een thy lorcT, when I next 
Return with viSory, expeft thy niafter. {^ExiU ■ 

Ed. A Have ! a malkr !— Yet I could fbbink 
To the umA humble fervile offices. 
With ionocencej Companion of my toil. 

If 
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If my own heart reproach 'd me not, nor fliamfr 
Sat kindling on my cheek:. — And could I leave 
My native country? leave my friends? my brother? 
A mother, who her being wrapt in mine. 
Lives but in me ? O my deax long-loll father ! 
So lately found ! Save, fave me from the thought ! 
Yet, what can'ft thou ! A flave to thefe barbarians ! 
. A wretched flave ! — Oh ! never (hall 1 fee 
My parents meet, a wimefs to their joy, 
1 (hall not tend their age, and fmooth its cares. 
Or drop the pious tear upon their grave. — 
Who knows my future fate? — My foul Ihrinkft 

' back! 
Nor thro the horrid gloom dares penetrate, 
O thou fupreme o'er all ! to whom I bend 
With humbleft duty, let thy power be fliewn ! 
Confound tyrannic force ! fupport the weak ! 
And from affli^ion's Ibul remove defpair ! 

lExii. 

SCENE in. The City. 

Albert and Citizens. 

Alt. The time requires our flri&cA vigilance. 

Is the watch doubled ? Haft thou vifited 

Each quarter of the ramparts ? 
Cit' ■ I have. 
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'. Protefled by our walls, and more 

By love of liberty, by brave difdain. 
And hatred of our unrelenting foes. 
We need not fear. — ^Thls bold adventurer, 
Equal to Swein in braveiy and conduct, 
Whofe fame in arms hath call'd fonh Denmark's 

fons> 
By choice to follow his unfolded ftandard, 
Shall, with his numerous hod, or ftarve beneath 
Our unfcaled mounds, or feek their fhips with 

Ihame, 
If (as I truH you will), with Heady valour. 
You guard your native city ; if your deeds 
Anfwer in future to your lalt day's actions. 
And lo t where comes our fuccour and fupport. 
Heroic Edred ! — Noble youth, right welcome ! 
Thou haft fucceeded in thy ente^rize ? 
. In pan, and but in part. — ^Alas, my frioid I 
What we this morning dreaded is complete. 
The inhuman Dane no holy place reveres. 
The abbey is defpoil'd, the virgin train 
Murder'd. Alliiled by the hand of heaven. 
Bertha is faved. — But oh ! my noble filter ! 
How cruel is her fate ! a piifoner 
To tbefe barbarians ! Seeing them retreat, 
I turn'd my fteps, and fought among the flain. 
She was not to be found. — I have not time 
To tell thee all i for as with Healthy pace, 
SIcreen'd by the gIo<Hn of night, thro fecret paths 
Bb The 
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The careful foe I Ihunn'd, methought I heard 
A found contiifed of feet and murmuring voicesr 
And flrait the glimpfe of armour caught ray eye,- 
Some aftion is on foot ; they feem'd to me 
As winding toward the callle. 

Aib. Let them come. 

They (leal not on a fleeping enemy ; 
We are prepared : and as a lofty t^ck 
Beats back the furious waves which rage in vain. 
So ftiall before our well-mann'd battlements 
Thefe ravagers retire. — I fee thy grief 
Thou gallant youth ; and for thy haplefs filler 
Feel fimilar emotions to thy own. 
The lovely Editha all hearts confefs 
Uriparagon'd in beauty, and in virtue. 

Edr. Oh ! v^itnefs heaven ! no common love I bore her! 
No brother ever better loved a lifter ; 
And Ihe defcrved my kwe. — Her a£iive foul 
Soaring above the weaknefs of her fex. 
My younger fpirit raifed to glorious daring. 
When but a boy, (he to my lidening ear. 
Taught all the martial deeds of my great anceftors. 
She fet before my eye my father's virtoes, 
(Whofe early death my mother ever moums:) 
And bade me tread like them the paths of fame. 
If aught within this breaft tranfcends the vulgar. 
To her the debt is due, the generous (ire 
By her was kindled. 

-i'^' Tvras unfortunate 

Edr. 
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Edr. Oh! it was greatly fo. That they Ihould think 
The ticsof faith -would check thofe f awlefs robbers ! 
That I fliould Aiffer them to put in pradice 
So idle a lefolve ! Expofed to danger, 
When here withus they might have dwek in fafety. 
For what is iacred to the Danilh race i 
They rpare not ho^ry age, nor innocence 
Within its mother's clafping anits inflinned. 
Nor e'en rdigion at the hallow'd altar. 

AI&. Would I could comfort thee ! 

Edr, That with is vain. 

Nor lisek I any comfort but revenge, 
join with me there my friend ! Let us thi? inflant 
Pour forth the tide of fury on their camp. 
My eager fword is thirfty for revenge. 
The holy virgins wchering in their blood. 
My ravifli'd fitter's wrongs now urge me on. 
String all my nerves, and fill my foul with ardour. 

Alb. Thou haft forgot thy tidings. — But whate'cr 
Shall happen, all is ready for defence, 
Or vigorous onfet ; by each public motive, 
And private fentiment impell'd, this arm 
Shalljoin with thine in boldeft enterprizci 
And deep upon the Oanifh crefts, infcribc 
In bloody chara^ers, the holy compact. 
But much I wonder, Ofw^ with his powers 
Is not as yet arrived ; this morn he fent 
A meflenger, who told me e'er the futi 

Bb2 ^t 
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Set in the weft, wc (hould behoM his catnp 
I^tch'd on the neighbouring hitis ; with hafly 

niarch. 
He from the bounds of Tamar, to our aid 
Approaches. 

Edr. Never did toy heart eRecm 

That lord \ in words, moft fierce, in adion, cold ; 

Of crafty and defigning nature, be, 

A flavc to avarice, and inherent bftTenefs. 

Alb. He hath a beauteous daughter. 

Edr. True, he hath ; ' 

Gunhilda. With an ample dower to me 

He would have given the maid ; but underneath 

The veil of faireft femblancc, I beheld 

A foul too like her father's, and refufed her. 

Since which enraged, they ever have purfued me 

With bate infidious hate, which I defpife. 

[A trumpet Jbunds. 

Alb. The fignal of alarm ! 

Enter a Citizen. 

Cit. Our fcouts inform us 

A party of the foe, in deepeft filence, 
Is climbing the afcent beneath the caltle. 
Another party to the caftern gate. 
With rapid hafte advances. 

Alb, This my Edred, 

This is the wifli'd-for hour, the hour of glorj- ! 

She 
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She holds her prize aloft, and animates 
The chofen breaft with tenfold intrepidity..^ 
The caftle be thy care ; we guard the gate. 
And now my friend, the warrior's courtefy. 
One brief embrace ! — ^The reft belongs to heaven. 

Edr. Andheavenisjuft My keen-edged fword I draw. 

Which Ihall not to its fcabbardbe rcftored, 
Till drench 'd and fatiated with Danifh blood. 



b, Google 



SCENE I. "neCamp. Volnir'j Tent. 
VoLNiR, RoDOLPH, and Danish Captains. 

Vol. Again repulfed ! again with fhame compell'd 

To (eek our camp ! The Danilh genius droops. 
Oh ! where was Rodolph's matchlefs valour ! where 
That untamed fpirit wont to rife fuperior 
To every obflacle ! the waves of chance 
To ftem with Heady breall, and giin the ihore ! 
To piefs againft the hand of oppofition, 
And urge his way more fwiftly for refiftance ! 
But love, fond love, enfiaved the warrior's heart. 
Beauty's foft chains had ihackled his bold fpirit. 
And he was conquer'd e'er he fought the fight. 
Now, by my foul, thou fee'ft the fair no more. 
Till we have laid thofe turrets in the duft, 
And ftcer our courfe toward Denmark. 

Red. Thefe leproaches 

No doubt become thee well. InjuDice ever 
With weak excufes vindicates its anions. 
Scarce can I truft my ears ; thefe taunts from thee ! 
But I'm perhaps a ftranger, and thou never 

BcheW'ft 
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- Behdd'ft my footlleps in the crimfon field. 
Or fword de(lni3ive dealing flaughter round. 
And didft thou take my captive from my tent i 
And do I live and bear this injury ,' 

f <j/. No more ralh man. Learn thou thy duty better. 
Did I not charge thee not to wooe the maid f 
What ! Qiall our camp be changed into a fchool 
Of wanton dalliance i Of inglorious love ? 
• Our deeds depend not on the breath of Rodolph. 
We judge, weafl, fromreafon's firm refolves. 

Rod. Oh! would we were in Denmark! I Ihould there 
Meet thee thy equal. See my friends, the man, 
' Who a3s, who judges, as firm reafon di£Utes ! 
He faw the beauteous prifoner, he loved her. 
And from his envied rival took the maid. 
But love no doubt is glorious in the chief, 
And bafe unmanly dalliance in the foldier. 

fo/. What power withholds, thatnow I ruOinotonthee, 
And fmite thee to the earth ? — The fixed foul. 
Which confcious of its rc£litude, defpifes 
A madman's calumny. — But ui^ no farther. 
It may be dangerous. — Yet, hear me all ! 
And thou attend! — In yonder tent inclofed, 
She dwells, to me as tho flic not exifled. 
Or was not form'd of mortal elements, 
And fubjefl to the'paflions of mankind. 
No private end I feek ; the public good 
Is all my care ; and from the warm emotion 
A bar of froft fccures this fettled bofom. 

Retire ; 
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Retire j and in thy tent ctrnvarfe with Jhame, 
The attendant of tmguarded liberty, - 
And thoughtlefs youth. I pardon thee. B^pne. 
IMxit. Rod. 

Enter a Soldier. 

Sel, As in our farthcft limits toward the city, 
I with my fellows held obfervant watch, 
A damfel crofs'd our way with two attendants. 
She bade us ftraitway lead her to our chief. 
And begs to be admitted to thy prefcnce. 

FoL Bring her before us. 

Enter Gunhilda. 

Vol. 'Mid the paths of death, 

And throng of hoftile arms, fay gentle znaid. 
What brings thee hither at this hour of ni^ ? 

CuH. An thou the much-famed leader of the Dauesf 

Fo/, My name is Volnir. 

Gun. Hail illuffarious chief! 

My errand is to thee, and my requeft 
The favour of thy private ear. 

f^ol. Retire. [To tie attndafUs. 

Thy will is granted. From a melTenger 
So beauteous, and fo rare, I may expe& 
No common tidings. Whence, and who Vt 
thou ? 

Gun. From Devon's weft extreme I come ; a friend 
To thee and Denmark. 

Vol. 
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"'• How a fiiead ) ft^eed; 

Gun. Art thou ambitious o'er this town to tiiumph i 
nTo gird the conqueror's laurel round thy brow i 
And all thy valiant hoft enrich with plunder i 
A female tongue (hall teach thee how to aft. 

fol. Whoe'er thou art, whatever be thy counfeli 
Xhou read'ft my wifti aright. 

Gun. I am the daughter 

Of Ofwy, powerful chief, a name to thee 
Well-known, my name Gunhilda. In our veins 
Flows Oanilh blood ; e'er that inhuman malTacre 
Deilroy'd thy countrymen, by holy union 
Of marriage 'twas acquired. 

^o'- Say on fau- damfel. 

Gun, Thvs then ; my father with a mighty aid 
Is near at hand prepared to rufethis fiegc ; 
So Albert credits, fo the citizens. 
But if thy heart content with his, to tenns 
Which I Ihall now propofe, the town is thine. 

VoL Vf hat bond coercive anfwers for his faith } 

Gu. I will remain with thee a willing hoAage. 

^oi. Tis well ; the t^rms unfold. 

Gun. On Ofwy's part 

He pTomifes, when hofl with adverfe holt 
Is mix'd in fi^t, to Sy with all his troops... 
Then while the citizens confuf«]ly urge 
Their paflagc to the walls, thy friends may enter 
With the affrighted croud. Or e'er two days 
Ate fpcDt, wh^n he is in (he city pofted, 

Cc H 
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He win, the gate cxHnmitted to his ate. 
To Hkx ddiv« ai a ceit^n hour. 
From thee he afks in coin, in plate, or gems, 
Secietl/ given, a third part of the fpoil. 
He witbesthee to cuit impetuous rage. 
Nor ihcd unneceflaiy blood, but one. 
One odious life, he at thy hands requires. 

fei. Name the devoted vidim. 

Gum. Edred; he 

Who every needy artlzan iofpires 
With pride, and eveiy vile mechanic breaft, 
With obdinacy. He it is who checks thy courfc. 
Thy greateft enemy and our's, 

f^ol. I know 

The youth ; when firft we for this fiegc prepared. 
He came with Albert, and defied our power. 
Bold were his words, and ftately was his mien. 
I faw him afterwards like lighuing pierce 
Our thickcll ranks, his fury front to front 
Rodolph oppofed, and defperate was the fi^t ; 
But Rodolph's arm prevailed not. On he ruffa'd. 
And havock mark'd his way. This night again 
His valour foil'd us ; he, our prifoners fay. 
The citadel defended. We accept 
Thy terms fair ftranger. To the noble Ofwy, 
We fwear the third part of the fpoil to give. 
And Edred's forfeit life. 

Gun, He alks no more. 

The firft he claims a debt of juftice, due 

From 



Digilis^byCOOgle 



E D I T H A. 191 

From thee to his deferts ; the kit, a faccIEc^ 
To the diminilh'^ honour cS his houfe. 
And fuUied name. Tweie long, nor need I ten 
The caufe of his defired revei^ ; enough 
That Edred is beyond expreflion falfe. 
Vile, contumelioust and thai we would lee. 
With pleafure fee this iOand from its bafe 
Torn by an earthquake, and with all its rocks 
Plunged in the main. To he might fini. beneatli 
The ponderous ruins. 

Be it as thoii wih 
My generous hoflagc. We will pay the debt 
Of juftice and of vengeance. Were he placed 
Within our power, had he a thoufand lives 
He dies. 

That thought gives comfort to my foul. 
For that I braved the horrors of the nighr. 
That ilcel'd the weaker nature of my fex, 
And brought me hither fpite of danger's frown. 
And the pale eye of fear. 

Difmifs all fear. 
Here thou art fafe as in thy father's palace. 
My h^y Danes Ihall form a bulwark round thee, 
As round the temple of fome facred power. 
By whofe fuperior aid they may obtain 
Each fplendid trophy of triumphant war. 
Wealth, conqueft, and renown. — Lead to the tenf 
Of Rodolph's captive, this illuflrious (tranger 
Collet a band of the moll beauteous Haves 

Cca To 
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To wait upon her pcrfon. She demands 
Refpeft and rcVercnce from each fon of E>cnmark, 

Gun. Colled them 'not ; I need not their nt^idancer 
Send back with fptedy diligence my guides. 
'Tis mfeet I lliould be privite. To thy worth 
I tnift, great chief, for Safety and ^ote£Hon. 

yol. We all are ijiihe, and with obfeqirious readinefs 
Shall thy commands obey. 

Gun. My confidence 

Is fully tried, I thank thee for thy care. [jExrt. 

fol. What fmall tvents may (hake the firmeft ftatcs ! 
Armies deftroy, and fack tiAperiftt cities I 
The verJeft trifles oftentimes b^et 
Important confeqOcrices. Private fpleen, 
A female pique, perhaps a foolifh quarrel, 
A difappointed paflion, or the (ling 
Of wayward pride, betrays without a hlo# 
This town, which I almoft defpair'd to win 
By open force. Chance governs ail beloW. 
To Briti(h treachery, Britifli valour yields. 
Tbe rich reward, add golden harveft mine. [ J«'f. 

■ SCENE II. The City. 

Edred, Oswy, AlbErI-. 

Mdr. This cold advice is out of feafon, Ofwj; 

I wtDukl not give to them a moment'^ rrf)»ite. 
Why not ptirfiie the path where fofeihe tads ? 

-■■ Vhile 
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Wt^ yet they droop, jud {truck wMi' fear, 

liaaeat' 
OorprofpeVotis anB^4et UB attiKk th^ damp. 
E'er the grey dawn appears above the Mils, 
Wlicn heavy fleep ■ivcighs down tticrr lids o'er- 

watch'd, 
Let us in filence to their tehts >proc*e4t, 
Thein likes vhiTiwind on their fqinuiroAS riifh, 
A-nd wake thehi from ^epcffe tb brtntiK their lafl. 

P/. Was it for this, wMi F^id march! canrt 
To y6ar relief ? And nfnA: experience iftoop 
To the nfh fervour ef hnpatimt youth ? 
To-morrow, by the aii^tion oT my forces. 
Who now fat^|ued find Ifpiritiefs, requiic 
fteftelhment diie> yon;gairt a certtrin viftdry. 
To pafs by the mdigniry yon ofiir 
By this attempt to ine ; why Ikeutd you court 
Unneceflary peril J Rather vfhjf 
WiA headlong madnefs hurry on to meet 
ibevitA^e fate, laid Jbre deftmdim ? 

£dr. There isatiriife, when whfet the 0Hlffler*tdngue 
Stiiss raftinefs, is the voi& of ftiicft wifiirfm. 
Hftd we not tried thefe Danes thOu mightU 

perfuade -us 
T-hat th<^«ie unatTailable, exempt 
Ftota Wounds, nor lubje^ to 'mortality. 
I (idignky to thee by 'dtis tmempt ! 
We meah it rtot. E'er thou wert in the city. 
Pur }))an was kiid* our chdfen birads pf^ared. 
But 
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. But fhould wc ^ht, nay, overcome trithcnit thee. 
Say, (houtd'ft thou not rejoice whatever hand 
Laid low thy country's foes ? The patriot heart 
Difclaims each interefted fentitnent, 
Nor heeds falfc glory but the public good. 

A16. And Ofwy furely fecks the public good, 
Tho diScring in opinion. This attack 
Was prc-determined ; and I think it bears 
A feenaly afpeft. For thy fpeed we thank thee. 
And fcM- thy camion Ofwy. We fliall guides 
Doubt not, this enterprizc, with prudence. Thou 
See that thy hanafs'd troops be well rcfrefli'd. 
This night's attempt, if with fuccefs uncrown'd. 
Will not impede but that we join to-morrow. 
And with united ftrength engage the Danes. 

Oyi Profperity attend you ! tho I fear 
The circumfpeSion of the enemy. 
And tremble for th' event. [^Exil. 

Idr. The daftard fpirit, 

Not e'en u beam from heaven could enkindle. 
The lukewarm Ofwy trembles for the event. 
He fears left we fliou Id conquer. Envy, fraud. 
And every creeping paflion fills his breall. 
But as we know him, fo we fliall not tmft him. 
Now let us hence, and join our ardent bands, 
Who cover'd by the friendly veil of night, 
Shall hurl confufion thro the advcrfe hoft. 

Ali. No tardinefs is mine — I ha&e before— 

TTie needful Orders fliall with fpeed be given. [Exi/. 
Mdr. 
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S4r. O Editha ! my Tiller ! haplefs maid ! 
Not for my country only, but for thee 
Form'd I this bold adventure. — Generous Albert | 
He too reveres thy virtues- — ^Thro the gloom 
I fee methinks thy injured form wave on 
Our daring Heps \ The defart liobefs 
Seeks not her ravilh'd young with greater rage. 
Than I will thro thefe fpoilers cut my way, 
To refcue diee, or gain a glorious death. \ExiU 

SCENE III. The Camp. VolsirV Tent. 

VoLNiR and one of his Captains. 

f^ol. Tis full of hope and pr(^>ability. 

They hate each other ; and their civil difcord 
Will work our great advantage. But be fecret. 
Nor let a word tranfpire, 'till opportunity 
Call us to inllant action. — Hah I Gunbikb 
Again before us ! 

£»ferGuNHiLOA. 

Gun, Pardon this intrulioii. 

And yet my tidings are of fuch import 
As well deferve thy audience. But firft fwear. 
If I by other means than thofe propofed, 
Procure thee a full ranfom for the city, 
Thou wilt perform thy part without refervc 

/^W. By every holy tyc I bind myfelf. 
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Gun, Judge my ftiipiize, whea in my teat I foundy 
In Ro(k>)ph's captive virgio, Edred's Gflei. 
She knew me too ; and thinks I am a prifoner ; 
Foe I amufol her witk a piteous tale 
Of ieign'd diftrefs. — He loves this fifler well. — ■ 
And to this deity the pKefe^ Albert 
Is thmight to offer inceiil« ; 1^ hei wiles 
Enticed to adoration. — Would they not, 
To fave her life, fubmit to pay what price 
Thou may'll impofe ? — 'Let Edred be the hoilage, 
fwo fhares. receive, and for thp third, (lay himi 
And we'll acquit thee. — Thus my noble father. 
Without fulpicion, and abfolved of danger, 
His foe's deftruiSion fliall enjoy ; the tralh. 
The fordid traflt relin<}uilh'd- 

FoL In thy bofoin 

A xsfiie than m^nly foul reCdes Gunbjlda. 
In policy and courage far beyond 
The little weaknefs of inferior minds, 
High-foaring o'er the vulgar ! — Thy defues. 
If they accept our terms, fhall be fulfill'd. 
Our gratitude to thee Ihall know no bounds. "^ 
I^ad hither Editha, the captive maid. [ Exit C9p%, 
Thedi^dof death perhaps will ip^ke her fuppllcate 
Her brother's quick decifion in our favour. 
A letter ihe fhall write, 'twill to our meflage 
Add doMhle ^'eight. — Do thou retire G^nhilfJa ; 
I^tj is the hour of night : go, feek repofe. 

Enter 
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Ed. Why am I fummon'd hither ? 

Vol. Edftd'ifilWI 

Niy, Itart mt \ thou art known. 

Ed. Thou know'ft me then 

Bom of a xace, on vrhidi, tho full of worthies. 
The deeds of Edred caft Aihlimet hiftre. 

VoL He is our deadly file. 

Ed. He loves his country. 

jpW. Thee too be loves. 

Ed. With tendereft affeflion. 

Vol. Then hear me vir^.— If he loves his country. 
He wiftes aot the iron hand of war 
To wafls'thefe fields ; he wiQies Bot to fee 
'Demuring Cames inwrap yon lofty towers. 

Ed. . Heaves Ibield hkn from the iight 1 

Vol. . ■ ' 'Tis thou mua ihicld him. 

Ed. Wt«t.%*ftAiouDaiie! 

Vol. ... We know thy influence o'er him. 

Exert thy winning talents of perfuafion { 
Write him mr tenns, and b^ him to accept thcBi. 
We, for a A^xdited fiim, wUl ^t 
This fliore fee erer. 

£d. Never mH 1 write 

What Edred wtxiM penife with HianuaodrcoTn. 

Vol. T^e heed ithjr life it loft by his nfiiCd. 

Dd £d. 
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Zi. A life of little confequencc compared 

With Edred's gk>tyt and my country's fame. ^ 

Vol. Can'll thou fupport the thoughts of death ? 

S.d. I can. 

Vol. Of torture? 

Ed. Ccafe thy cruet threats barbarianl 

And know the fufferiugs nature cannot bear. 
Religion can nnterrified encounter^ : 

Vol. Prepare thfee for the trial. — ^Yct thy freedom 
Would follow his confent. 

Ed. To wear for ever 

The worft of chains, my "own reproaching 
confciience. 

Vd. Wilt nothing bend thy mind F- ' 

Ed. To what effeft \ 

Vol. To fave thyfelf ? thy tbiintiy ( and thy friendti 

Ed. Can aught incline that foul to foui diQionour> 
Which lo<}ks on thee* on aU thy wairior \s&t '■ 
On all the tianfient glories of this world. 
Its crouded cities, realms, and mighty empire^r 
As nothing, when compa/cd with vaft eternity \ 

Vol. Enthufiaftic notions I i 

Ei. ReafoDthus ■' 

Is to the madman foUy ; moderate aims . / 
To wild ambition ; mcicy to the tyranr.. 

Vol. This indant fend a trumpet to the city, 
Withjiim a truHy melTet^Qr, to whom 
Our mind impart. Let him adquaint youngEdred, 
Unlefs 
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Unlefs he move the citizens to grant 

The fum we tliall require, his filler dies. 

If he return to us with his refufal, 

That moment is hei lafl. [.^'^ Capt> 

£ti. And think'ft thou Edred 

Will ftoop ignobly to perfonn a deed 
A woman can defpife } — Mifbken man ! 
Whofe courage is barbarity, whofe policy 
Is (hallow cunning ! Wifdom throned above. 
Beyond thy feeble Icen, with virtue joined, 
Looks down on thee with fcom. — Heroic Edred 
Will ne'er difgrace his high illuflrious line ; 
Nor, to prcferve a filler, lofe himfelf. 

/W. Lead her away ! £E)iil £d. 

FoL There is n dignity. 

An tnexpreffive grace, when goodnefs utters 
Her globing language thro the lips of beauty — 
Even my heart is moved, and were I placed 
In lower llatipn, might gjve way to pity. 
But now my I>anes this facrifice demand, 
And Cfwy's daughter. — 'Tis not for a chief 
To yield to private and more humble feeljngs. 
He mull confult the genius of his people, 
JMine thrive by innate courage and ferocity ; 
By fcattering dire dtfmay among the nations } 
And rulb to conquefl thro the paths of terror. 

lExif. 
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.. >>' ACT IV. 
SCENE I. TkeTenio/EDnBA. 

EdITHA, GUNHILt>A. 

Ed. Link'd as wc are in fad captivity, 
I bid adieu to every private quarrel. 
And thank thee for thy pity. 

Gun, Why not write ? 

The ji^nerous foul of Edred fure would qielt ; 
And to avert thy fate 

Ed. Ceale virgin, ceafe. 

Twere impious to fuppofe it. 

Gmn. Yet the voice 

Of nature is commanding, to obey 
Itsdittates, lawful. 

Ed. I acknowledge it. 

When nature Jcagues with reSitude. If not. 
Blind is her boafttd guidance, and may lead 
The deT,'ious footj mid all the mazy wiid8» 
And all the fatal labyrinths of vice: 
Truft me Gunhilda, not the wealth of worlds 

Should 
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Should tempt me to this deed. — WqiiU'II thou to 

reign 
O'er the wide univerfe, betray thy country ? 

^n. Doll thou fufpe<il I would i 

Ed, Sufpeatheel ao. 

The advi^ thou gaveft me ms oat from tby heart. 
Twas inconfiderate fympathy alone ; 
A weaknefs rpringii^ from « gencFom motive. 
Oh ! heaven forefend, that I ihould e'er believa 
A firitifh maid, of noble birth, like thee, 
Would coolly pron^t m* to commit an ii&ion 
Of bafe diOionour. 

Gun. Didll th(»i fo beliete. 

Thy judgment woidd be raffa, and mod unjufti 

Ed. I blame thee not. Thou faol'ft for my affliAtons, 
And would'ft, if potlible, prcfervs ray U&, 
But I muft die Gunhilda, o'er my head 
Fate is impoident. Yet hath death with me 
Lol} half hit terrer s ; death is my ddivovr. 
Ko more cxpofed to brutal treatment, now 
UnUemifli'd to the grave I fhaU ddcend, ' 
Nor yet inglorious in my country's annais. 
May not my lot be happier far than thine i 
Oh ( can I fpeak it I-^Thou art doom'd perhaps 
To favage violence.— Unawed by faith) 
Strangers to that religion they profels, 
Thefe ill-convcrtad pagaos AiU retMi 
Ail tbdr original ficfccnefs. — I muit drop 

Amid 
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Amid my own cdamities^ a tear 
For thee Guohikh. 

Gun. I for both will weep. 

Ed. And yet I feel a pang, a pang feverc. 

Strong are affe^on's, ftrong are nature's bonds* 
Each friend, now doubly amiable, appears 
Bcfoie my toHured mind. — And oh ! Gimbilda ! 
A father lately found. 

Gun. A father E 

£d. Sigcbcit ; 

. Long moum'd by us as dead ; prdervcd ; ' alive. 
Heie in this hoflUe camp i found a father. 

Gun. Molt ftrange ! 

Ed. Long time a wretched flave to Volnir i 

And undifcovec'd under Brithric's name. 
He faved me from the horrors of pollution ; 
But cannot now avert the ftrolce of dpath. 
Or fbield himfdf from the extremity 
Of poignant anguilh."— Thus to iqeet his 

daughter ! 
The thought is dreadful !— -Help me to recally 
O virgin ! help me to recall my mind j 
And with calamity like thb opprcfs'd* 
To re-alfume my fortitude ; for much. 
Much do I need it all. 

Gun. Alas! what aid 

Can I impart ? My words would flow in vain. 
Brithric the prefentnamehe bears! 'tis well. [..^(&. 
Ed. 
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Ed. Vet Trill I ftrivc, yet ftragglc with my weaknds. 
May I not prove viftorious ? Tis for guilt 
To tremble i innocence Hiould (land unmoved. 

ri^tcous heaven, with patience fteel my foul I 
With refignation ! in the hour of trial 

Guide me t fupport me ! and tho death be mine. 
Crown Edrcd with fuctef^ 1 pioteft my friends t 
Fre&rve my father's life I preferve my country 1 

Enltr VoLNiR and Captain. 

Vol, Hah 1 Aii they thus infult thee ! brave my power 1 
And toad me with reproaches ! they flxair find 

1 did not threaten what I'll not perfcBim. ' 
Bear her to inftant death ! — Thy brother Aorns 
Our generous offer, and hath feal'd thy do6m. 

Ed, O n(Ale Edred ! — Learn barbarian, karn 
The fofterand more cultivated mamsrs. . 
Which thou abhorr^ft, -enervate not the finil. 
The mo{l humane of brothers and of men. 
The youthful'herd wann with patriot 2ca}, 
Could not but thus decide the dai^jeious confliA } 
While honour triumphs o'er firatemal love.' 
' yak Remove her from our fight. 
Ed. I thank thee Volnir. 

I would not linger in uncertainty. 
Here thou art kind. — But from my blood expeS 
. No common ftonn ^ it rolls with fwiitnds.toward 
thee, ■ \', 

And Edred^TCS'il on> 

Vot. 
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y*h Qijick, botf herlmce. 

£ii/er Srithric. 

Vol. Say, anthonttKiildld man^ Kow tufl thoti daied 
To tittter here Uttbictden f 

B^&h. I am t<^ 

Thoaifift&ti'ft » ftcrifiee this ciptive ntald. 

^/. She falls a vi^lira to her brother's ot^nacy^ 
And her own foolifh pride. 

Atal. <Mi t if -I e'er 

H)m'gjun'4 aRnttion 6rom thee, bear me Bow \ 

FoqpvBdie|irifbtEr;:li{lento thcfiiend,' 

Wlnferthygloitfeebl^^fthave I wept 

This raviigsd <Mftitfy and her flaugttfer'd Ibns. 

But utid tfae hstt of afiidn, in the rage 

And fnry of ^ Uttlc^ deadi [ know ' 

Mtift take its couf fe j nbr haVe I oacta NJMKtcbed 

tfaeb. 
fVliUC is tile iiny -of the buttle aowf : 
T}HBunrcAAingiiunl! auA ike be ilAR, \ 
T»&tisiy k {phaMic Torenge, , .-,- 

Beneath the greiMnefe «f isj ftwl te t^^ial^tif ^ . 
. Thit faiAf <which prompted thee to fpare my lifii? 
Which thou tuift toM xat, fcoib'd to pliu^ a fwoid 
In tlie onguankd bofomof the ImiW i . ;: 
^UL Tbou^fdckd'ft invainf uncomnna McidCfits 
Call forth unufual deeds, 

Britk. SMUlKXMktt 

Waip 
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Warp then the even terror of thy temper? 
Art thou lb weak in refolutioit ? 

Vol. Mypfifoner, my teacher! 

Brith. I have taught thee. 

And thou with gratitude haft often owa'A it, 
In civil life, in policy, in wa^ 
Many a glorious, true, and ufeful maxim. 
Now let me teach thee an immortal leflbn! 
Who, not from pafTiMi, but frmn reafon a.St, 
Crufli giant arrogance, protefl the weak. 
And tho by fpecious inlereft Impell'd, 
Dare not wich guilt contaminate their fouls. 
May claim a co-equa!ity with heaven. 

Vol. I need not thy advice ; begone, and leave me. 

Brilk. I cannot leave thee. — Didll thou but behoM 
This virgin with my eyes, a thoufand reafons 
Would in thy bofom war againll her death. 
Alas ! can beauty influence all but thee i 
Beneath that outward elegance of fbape. 
That unafFedled dignity, I read 
A foul, which Volnir cannot but approve. 
A foul detefting every meaner a£t, 
Inform'd with innocence, with purity. 
Undaunted courage, and fublimeft virtue. 
Thou fight'ft agajnft her country — But in her. 
Thou wilt inflict a wound on nature's felf. 
Manhood will weep, and Denmark's genius blufh. 
To hear that Volnir could defcend fo low, " 

£ t Becaufe 
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Becaufe he could not gain a town by treachery. 
Coolly to fpill a captive virgin's blood. 

Vol. Brithric no more — on thee too may defcend 
The angry (haft — befide thee peril (lands — 
Beware. 

Cun. Hah! Brithric! (Whifpers f^/.) 

Vol. He, her father fay'ft thou? 

Gun. Sigebert his name, the Sire of her and Edred. 

Yes, Sigebert is her father. [Aloud.) I caft ofF 
The veil myftcrious. — Foolifli maid ! behold 
Thy open enemy ! — tho wrath may (lumber, 
It wakes to vengeance. Vengeance brought me 
hither. 
. 'Twaslhe that made me a firm friend to Denmark. 
No captive, but the fcourge of thee and thine. 
The vindicator of my injured fame, 
And ancient noble ftock, in me infulted. 

Ed. I look in vain ! the lightning doth not blaft her. 

Sigi. Aftonifhment ! Can nature's varying hand 

Produce fuch oppofites ! There the black form 
Of treacherous vice — here virtue's brighteft image. 

Vol. Didft thou not fay that Sigebert was his name ? 

Gun, I did. 

Vol. The Earl fo called? 

Gun. The fame. 

Vol. Deceiver ! 

Traitor ! Art thou the man, whofe fword of yore 

So 
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So often foiled the DaniJh ftrength ? Wert thou 
Chief of the war, in which my father perifli'd ? 
In which the flower of Denmark's youth were 

flain ? 
Filling our land with widows and with orphans? 
Sige. I was. 
y^i. Now, by yon ftarry cope I fwear, 

Thou with thy daughter dieft!— The ill-forted 

league 
I here break off, by thy illuflons form'd. 
■ Dillembling wretch ! — When firft I {hook the 
fpear. 
And to revenge jny country, ru(h'd to battle, 
I fwore that thou, of all the Anglian race, 
Should'ft never tafte my mercy. — Heaven is juft. 
The ftated period is arrived. My oath, 
Tho tardily, (hall be at length abfolved. 
Can. Why was I thus compelled ? — No more — 'tis 
right- 
Let mifchief work — ^my injuries demand it. 
At lead the fcornful youth will be tormented. 
And fuffer worfe than death in thofe he loves. 

r^d€-J {-ExiLJ 
Vol. Bear them away to fpeedy execution ! 
Rd. My father ! 
Sige, Dcareft, dearef): Editha ! (Emiracing.) 

Enter a Messenger. 
Vol. What means this; hafte f 

E e a M^, 
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MeJ. Rodolph, my k)rc[, with fierce 

And hurried language ftirs the cainp to mutiny. 
The foWiers throtig around him, thy injuAice 
Themes his bold eloquence. They murmur all ; 
And fay the chief hath no difpenling power 
O'er old eflabliJh'd cuftoms : that his prif^ner 
Is his alone, not thine i her deaths or life. 
Due to the man who earo'd her with his fword. 

Vol. Fools as they are ! But we will latisfy them. 
Call to my tent each leader of the bands. 
And with them let that fiery youth be prefpnt. 
They all Ihall learn my reafons. Individuals 
Mufl fbi the general weal their rights foR^' 
Should they be ardent to fgpport his caufe, 
I need but fpeak ; fedition will be ijtiejl'd. 
For thefe, their fate we far awhile d^er ; 
But when the rifn^ fun gilds yonder towers. 
The foe firft fummon'd by the trumpet thither. 
And this difcovery known, ihall fee their deaths. 
Mean-while divide, and guard them. {£xiV.) 

Ed. Mud we part ? 

Sige. A little while my child, to meet for ^er* 

Ed. I was prepared myfelf. — But, oh ! my father ! 
Canll thou forgive }-^ (Kn^v/tiy.} 

Sige. What mews my Edldia^ 

Bi' My folly? my imprudence f to intniil 
That woman with - ■■ ■ 

Sige. Oh ! rife !r— my bleflings on thee ! 

My love! myutmofl tendemefs! oh I wound not 
My 
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My nature with the thought [—Forgive thte fay'd 

thouf 
And could'll thou think that I would wifh for life 
Without my dauber f I had fondly fonn'd 
A thoufand flattering dreanu, of fteodom, blifs. 
And future days of joy ; but thou in all 
Wert ftill prcdoiiunant.. — Have I forgot 
The infant prattler, my prophetic (hui 
E'en then had tix'd to cheer my hours of age f 
And can I, now I find, and feel thee all, 
Which fancy in her wildefl fcopc could frame^ 
Bear to protract my being, torn froin thee ) 
Could Bcitha, could my Edred, e'er have pluck'd 
The barbed anguifli from thy father's heart i 
Oh ! 'twould be mifery in his worfl cYtieine. 
Twas heaven, kind pitying heaven difcovered vac 
That I might die with thee. 

Oh ! this is death t 
This, its fevereft pang. } fed it here. 
It pierces through each inlet of my foul ; 
A father's tendemefs, ne'er known till now- 
The filial pafEoni fwell, aM almoft burft ^ 
My labouring bofom ; gratitude, which oe'er 
Can be indulged — whofe debt muft be unpaid. 

For fate, ftcrn fate. 

r. Oh ! ceafc, I know it all. 

All thou woutd'A fay, all thou wouU'ftdOi I feel. 
Each pious duty, every tender care, 
Each f<^l folicitude.-^ worthidl! befti 

Have 
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Have I not known thee ? tried thee ? art thou not 
The child of my fond heart ? more dear to it 
Than the wann ftream which feeds it i 

Ed. Thus to meet ! 

Thus know ! thus lofe my father ! 

Sige. Oh! thou ihould'ft not 

Have waked me from my vifion to thai thought. 
To lofe thy father ! to be loft to him !— 
Irrevocably loft ! — And yet, *tis fit. 
For thus diflblved in tendernefs, , 1 Ihould not 
Meet death, as it becomes the brave to die. 

Ed. Meet death! 

Sige. The common lot of all. 

Ei. 'Tistnie. 

Sigu To-morrow 

$,i. We muft Ihare it; 

Sigt. Muft ! — ^that word ! 

Ed. The mandate of neccfllty ; the call 
To virtue, and to fortitude. 

Siae, I ttank thee. 

Yes, we will roufe us from lethargic forrow. 
The morn (hall view us with creaed mein. 
And mark our teariefs eye.— Thefe Danes ftiall fee. 
Arid wonder at our brave contempt of death. 
But ah ! this night !— this dreadful reparation ! 
Into this little night, I could methinks 
Have ftored whole years of happinefs ! while thus 
I held thee, thus pour'd forth my fond endearments. 
And thus received thy uibute of affedion. 

But 
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But 'twill not be — relentlefs favages ! 

(To the guards who part them. 

Have ye no mercy ? — Oh! a moment longer— 

My Editha ! 
£d. My father ! 

Sige. . Tis in vain — 

Never fhall I again embrace my child. 
Ed. My father ! — thele emotions ! — Oh ! controul— ^ 

Left I ihould fink— 
Sige. I will, I will, for thee 

I'll force my nature. Sure I Ihould encourage 

And comfort thee — not thus by my example 

Deprefs — but ah ! I cannot — for mortality 

Hath forged no bonds to curb parental love. 

Farewell ! — Farewell ! — ye gracious powers fup- 
port ! — 
£d. Heaven will fupport us. {^Exeunt' 

[^Forced off diff^ent ways- 

SCENE II. VotNiR's r«i/. 

RoDOLPH and Captaik. 

Capt. And did they all fubmit ! 

Jiod. All, all fubmitted. 

While I was left alone to plead my caufe. 
They blefs'd his prudent care ; while I feem'd awed. 
And jlifled in my bieall the fierce refentment. 

But 
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But know my fricAct, (foi fuch I Hill have found 

thee.) 
% thee I Icam'd hit melTage to the ctty. 
And thus I have at lead her doom retarded. 
Know then a trufty band I have engaged. 
And bound them to me with a folemn oath. 
Within this hour to force her guarded tent) 
And bear her to my fltip. Then let oar chief 
Ixrd it o'er paflive Haves, I fliall enjoy 
My lovdieft prize, and leave to him unenvicd^ 
The pltioder, and the war. 

Capi. 2 am thy friend. 

Twice do I owe my life in battle favcd 

To thy vi^^ioni arm. Nor will forlake theC) 

Tho hazardout and derperale be thy plan. 

Red. Courage and friendftiip can be only tried 
In perilous extremes. By heaven, I ne'er 
Knew love tiU now. — Not all this city's wealth, 
Tho counted ten times o'er, (hould ever from me 
Ranfom this Editha — Tho I could wi(h 
Her brother's haughty foul to fuflfer pain. 
By whom alone I have been foil'd in battle : 
Tho I could with her father might be punilh'd. 
Who, as I now fufped, at firft betray'd me : 
Yet by het death it (hall not be. Her aWcncc 
Let them lament. She will rejoice hereafter. 
Nor cafl one figh toward Anglia's diftant iliore. 

C*pu But how haft thou contrived i 

Red. 
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Rod. I will iiiftraa thee. 

Caft. H«k * [Skffuts.Sc. at a dijlance 

Rod* Tvfta the found of onftt. 

Capi. It inCitates. [Shemts, &c. 

Rati. The clffiMM'r Md flMMkiiOiis noife of battle ! 
Cfl/;. A faHy fro* *fte city.-— . 
iio</. GtWfetf eVcM f 

Midi I (hefl rfrtiw agaift toy fffortf for Volnir I 

An hour had made me mafter of my wilhes. 

But now perhaps the o^portuAity 

Is loft, and never may retiuTi. [SAouls, SSc- 

Capt. The uproar 

Spreatk wider, ami approaches nearer toward us- 

Enter a Messenc£r. 

Rod, What arc thy tidings I 

Meff. Ruin to the Danei. 

Our camp is cnter'd , faawock and coiifiili<M ' 
Urged by ths ibcy now triumph' o'er our troops. 
They ftdc upon us in thft fdeat hour. 
By deep opprefe'd. Nor yet the dawn s^pears. 
Or g^mmerinf} twilight. Intheir fbouts tefouod 
The hated names of Edred and of Albert. 
Volnir, with morei than raonal- eotA^ige, holds 
Their Violence at b^y : around his tent' 
The conflifi giow»i there he protrsds' awhile 
The Dasifli fote. He bids- thee Roddph hade, 
And head fome cbc^n baiufo by him- pf ^urcd. 
To cover our retreat. v 

Ff Rcd.\^ 
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Rod. I will attend him. [Exit Meffl 

Oh ! were my gallant friends but now around me, 
I flill might bear this much-loved maid away. 
And cut a pallage thro the oppoflng foe ! 
But what can we atdiieve f Or what leniains. 
But to exert a vain and fniitlefs bravery ? 
To fight beneath this chief againft our wills ? 
And fell our lives as dearly as we can ? [Exeunt. 

ACT V- 

SCENE I. ■ Be/ore tie Tent ^Editha. 

Red. 'Tis flight, or flaughter all. — Thefe fierce Datn- 

nonians ! 
Nmight can withftand their fury. — Yet I could not 
Find out the death my arm hath bravely earn'd. 
Why did they ope their ranks to let me pafs ? 
My followers are deftroy'd — (Kail I alone 
Efcape ? — This tent ! there's fafcination in it. 
The guards are fled — this quarter of the camp 
Is ftill and foiitary. — Wherefore hither 
Wander'd my fteps unconfcious ?— Hold— 'tis 

right-^ 
There's fomcthing to be done;— Shall I fnbmit ? 
Solicit from this haughty maid proteilion .' 
Not love f but life on ftintcd terms ! — Ah ! no. 
'Twere mean— 'twere bafe.— Shall I, a priforier^ 
BeboM her in the pofleflion of another ? 

Some 
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Some enemy beloved, preferr'd to me ? 
No never— kill her then — and fo prevent it. 
But hark ! I hear meth!nk$ the found of fteps. 
Daikncfs as yet holds back the ftru^ting morn. 
Quick let me be* — Shedies. — Preparethee Editha ! 
Keen is my fword — and defperate is my mind.. 
I'll enter— did IhefpeakI No, all is filent. 
I will not give her time to fupplicate, 
Left flie difarm my refolution. [_Enters the tent. 

Enter SiGEBERT. 

Sige. Freed by their flight, to whom I was intruded, 
- I come to thee my Editha 1 and wield 
A fword again on Britifh foil, to guard 
Thy tent my daughter, from the lavi-lefs rage 
Of friend or foe ; for beauty fuch as thine 
Mayfearthem both alike. — Mychild! myEdithaJ 

Enter Rodolph Jrom the Tent. 

Rod. Who calls on Editha? 

Sige. Who ? Whence art thou ? 

Why that ftern queftion f wherefore in thij tent i 
Rod. Ccafe thy enquiries, left my anfwer pleafc not. 
Sige. Rodolph ! 

R«d. Betrayer! Yes. 

Sige. Betrayer 1 

Rpd. Caitiff! 

Falfe friend ! and thence, the tnufderer 9f tiiy 
daughter. 

F f a ^i^t- 
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Sige, My daughter !— Oh ! ray foul ! 

RoJ. This h»od h^th flatn her. 

Sige. Thou could'ft not---d»re4'ft not. 

Bod. Didit thou think a Britoq 

Should ever win the ami helpved by RffMph i 

Sigs. Moniler l^Aod csnfl: tho» to a father's ear ? — 
Thou haft not flain her. 

Rod. By yon heaven Ibe's dead' 

■ This reeking ftwi perfpjtf nw Rot to \y^. 

Sige. My curfes on thee, thou inhuman murderer! 
Oh ! tardy feet ! thus aps I come to guard thee 
My Editha I And have I lot thee thus ? 
Thou facrilegjogs wretgh ! didfl thqu not /ear 
From that pure temple — But I can revengq 
My child ! I can revpnge, if not prote3 tljec. 
Thus rpfhan, 1 aflail thee — guard thyfelf. 

Red. Away old man ! and dread the arm of youth. 
I covet not thy d^th. 

Sige, Thy arm of youth 

This old man braves, nay fcorns. Old as I am, 
J hpve not yet forgot to bear a fword, 
I am the avenger of my daughter's death. 
And thou the deftincd vtdim. 

Rod. Hence ! Away '■ 

'Tis thine to weep, not fight. 

Sige. And weep I will- 

But firft the crimfon ftream (hall flow frpin thee 
When thou wert in thy cradle, I have trod 

The 
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Tile 6eUi0f war; tbf gufyiag coimtrytatn 
Thim own'd my prowefs ; many a Daiufh chief 
Hath funk m duil beneath me. In my heart 
I feel the ardmir of my youth revive. 
My daughter's fate braces each feeble nerve. 
For her, for her I ftrike. 

Rod. No more. Begone 1 

Sige. Thou (halt not pafs. 

Bed. Thou urgeil on thy fate. 

Why wilt thou force ddlruflion on thy head i 

Sige. Infulting wretch ! Aflaflinating coward ! 

Come, to the dau^tcr's, add the father's death! 
Nor doth he wifli to live, depri»ed of her. 
Yet neither doth he fear thy (trength of youth. 
Nor doubt of conqueft in fo juft a caufe. ' 

It/)d. Take then thy death 1 

[^Fighi. "RodolphJaUs, mortally wounded. 

Sigt. Death is not thine to {tve; 

Tis heaven's alone. — O barbarous Dane! the debt 
To vengeance thou hsH paid. — Yet, what's thy life 
For her'i, in lieu of Editha's ? — Aha ! 
How can I enter here ?^Support my fleps 
Ye trembling knees ! — moft miferable father ! 
Dead 1 dead ! — detefted place ! — the dftpoft dutt^ 

geon, 
The habitation of th« toad and adder. 
Were paradife to this polluted tent, 
Where virtue, honour, lye infiecp'd in blood. 

Yet 



DljIis^byCOOgle 



«i« EDITH A. 

Yet will I on — tho horror (hould o'ervrhelm me. 
lEnUrj the tent. 

Enter Ed red. 

Edr. Through'the forfaken camp, in vain I feek 
Thee, haplcfs maid ! — Alas ! this vidtory 
Isbuthalfwon, ifEdithabeloft, [Rodolph^ouBJ. 
Hah! Who art thou,' this twilight gjoom forbids 
To trace thy features. 

Bod. Rodolph is my name 

Suie I have heard that voice. 

£dr. The voice of Edrcd. 

Brave, but ill-fortuned foe ! I pity thee. 

Thy wounds fliall be with utmoft care attended. 

We o'er the fallen, triumph not. 

Rod. In death 

I thank thee youth. Twice hath thy fword pre- 
vail'd 
' O'er me in battle. But thy fofter manners 
Now conquer my fierce namre. — AU thy care 
Were fruttlefs now — e'en if thou could'ft forgive 
me. 

Edr. Forgive ihee ! 

Rod. 1 thy (iftcr lov'd— her fate 

Thou Lnow'ft not— flie~-in yonder tent- 
Lies {lain— 4he murderer is — : [^Dies. 

Edr, In yonder tent! — The murderer is—Where ? - 
Where U the murderer F — Invidious death ! 

T* 
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To flop thee there !— Slain !—Deareft, deareft 

Editha! 
This did I dread— O cruel, cruel Volnir ! 
Thou wert the murderer. — ^Yet pale and coM 
Let me embrace thee i cbrp thee to my heart ! 
A brother's agonizing heart ! — Oh ! flain 
In early youth ! — Yet fame is thine my filter. 
Rather than prompt me to betray my country. 
Thou greatly dicdll. — So would I wiJh to fall. 

[Adxiancing to ihtttnt 
Amazement ! horror ! Do my eyes play falfe i 
Mock'd by this faint and dubious light i — No, 

ruffian. 
Thou flialt not 'fcape [me. — That's no doubt the 

murderer ! 
I fee him dimly (landing, and his fword 
Still in his hand, he holds. — He bends to earth. 
And darcH thou touch her facred corfe barbarian ! 
Out fword ! — perform thy office ! — But thou Jfaalt 

not 
Die in this hallow'd tent — I'll drag thee thence. 
{^Enters, and drags out Sigebert, wio drofs kit 
Jiaord. 
Sige, Strike I ftrike!— IT! blefs the hand which gives 

the blow. 
£dr. Moftbafe! moft execrable deed ! if crimes 
Beyond the common courfe of villainy 
Deferve a punilhment more fell, this aA 
Clainis fomethiRg more than death. 

Sifti 
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Sige, Its chfins damnation. 

Heaven will not, cannot pardon it, 
Edr. Nor I 

TJk inftmnent of heaven's avenging wW*. 

■Prepme thee for thy death ! — Thou murderous 
ftave! 

9dk M-tlK fun begins to (treal: the eaff 

Witft purple ^fR) this moment is thy Tajf . 

[Lifting kix hand. 
Sige. O yotttti ! — this warmth of thine ! reftrain thy 

Art thou B«— 
Edr. Peace, I will not faeiir rhee ; old 

And hoary in iniqattyf—novr— [Gaiitg tojriie. 
Sige. Hold! 

I arti^- — 
Edr. I eare mt mho thoa arr— tny fwortf— 

[iSinitg tojriie. 

Enter Editha. 

Bd. Thy fefficr! (pare thy fadier? 
Edr. Gracious powers I 

Sige^ AnH iti tt pofltltk !— What bteft event !— — 
Art thou alive ! reftored to me again ^ 
Alf-l»«ntcou« heaven t This mirsde of mercy 
My Efitha alive f tmwcrand'ed.'' fafe !' 
Ti» jof tm great for fraif humanity — 
My labowfngbnthi turns gidHywitft the rapture — 
The 
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The heart of age faints under ihefe emotions. 
Thy arm — thy arm my fon — foft— -flay awhile— 
Oh ! leave me not my child— I (hall recover — 
And bear with calmnefs — hold — I'm vrell again ; 
My ftrength and former faculties return. 

Edr. My father! — oh! it muft be fo. — And have I 
Lifted my hand againft thee ? 

Sige. Noble youth! 

Son of my much-loved Bertha ! I have heard 
Thy glorious adions, Editha hath told me, 
Preferver of thy mother's facred life ! 
Of mine, and of thy filler's! more than this. 
The faviour of thy country ! 

Edr. I behold 

That face with reverence, and thefe words of thine 
Pierce thro' my inmoll bofom, and enkindle 
Tranfports ne'er felt till now. — But how fo long 
Wert thou conceal'd } How in this hoftilc camp i 
Why in this Danilh drefs ? 

Sige. The tale is long ; 

I'll tell thee all anon. — But how my daughter 

Haft thou efcapedf In dlfappointed rage, 

The barbarous Rodolph faid that be had ilain thee. 

For which he fell by my avenging fword. 

In all the agony of frantic grief, 

Entering thy tent, I thought I found thee there. 

Yet warm — tho breathlefs j in defpair I clafp'd 

The bleeding corfe ; and by the dulk deceived, 

Mourn'd over it for thine. 

G g Edred' 
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Edr. Mc too the Dane 

Infonn'd that thou wcrt dead within thy tent; 
And almoft Aain'd my hand with parricide. 
But Providence fent thee to l:eiK my foul 
From horror and rcmorfc. — Say, how ray fifler 
Didft thoH efcapc \ And who b flain for thee? 

S.d, Gunhildi was no doubt the fated victim. 

Edr. Gunhildar 

Ed. Ofwy's daughter, 

Edr. Treacherous mfiid! 

I know her father's bafencfs and her own. 
The intercepted guides who led her hitlier, 
Difcover'd all. 

Ed. One tent confined us both. 

I thought her too a capf ire ; and with pity 
Retum'd her feeming pity.' She reveal'd 
My rank to Volnir ; thence his threatening 

melTage. 
My fimple confidence betrayed my father ; 
By which, when bravely thou dehedfthis power^ 
Wc both had well-nigh falt'n a facrifice. 

Sigc. Hadft thou not llorm'd their trwidhes, we e'er now 
Had with the dead been number'd. 

Ed. When I fonnd 

That thy aPTault was profperous, *nd the foe 
Fled headlong from our gallant coantrymen, 
I from my tent rufh'd forth, if poflible 
To find my fatjicr. TremWh^, in the entrance 
Gunbilda ftood, fearfiil to flay, or %. 

Ldnd. 
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E4r. And there no doubt my filler fell for thee. 
By Rodolph'a blind and erring fury llain. 

Ed. Throughthedefeited camp in vain I wander'i^ 
I found not whom I fought, till by the hand 
Of heaven directed, dubious of my way^ 
I meafuied \>k3l again the mazy pathi 
And found him here. 

Sig<, Found me indeed i and never 

To part from thee again, till nature's hand 
Stops my faint pulfe, and finks me to my grave.. 

■Edr. Ohllw that time far off!— I long to hear 
Thy fad difaiters, every {(range adveature. 
And wonderful viciflitude of fate'. 
Much muft thou have endured. 

Sige, For eighteen years 

Hath Vohiir held me an unwilling prifoner. — 
But now thou Ihalt c(»idud me to thy mother, 
Much do I with to fee that bell of women. 
There flialtthou queftion me, and I will anfwer 
Throughout the live-long day. Nor wiU thou hear 
An uninftrudive leffon. My expenence 
Hath dearly been acquired, thro' many a fcene 
Of checquercd life, hy varying fortune caft. 
But now each boifterous ftorm is over-blown. 
And I Ihalt fpend my life's decline in peace, 
Sequefter'd from the world. 

Edr. That mufl not be. 

I here reRgn to thee my borrow 'd ftate. 
Thy king, thy country, claim thy fage advice. 
G g 2 Nor 
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Nor art thou yet by years fo much enfeebled, ' 
But they may claim thy valour. 

Sige. Oh ! my fon ! 

Thy duty charms me. I (hall not be needed; 
For thou art all their own. — The tears of joy 
Moiden my checks my children, while 1 think 
Upon your virtues.]— Happy, happy Sigebert ! 
In the warm hours of youth I could not feel 
Such true, fuch home-felt fatisfaftion. 
O'er-paft misfortune, e'en to luxury 
Heightens my joy. Now do I know indeed 
What 'tis to be a father — cxquifite 
Is the delight from- children fuch as mine. 

Ed. Benignant heaven! — ye fierce, ye boafled heroes ! 
Ye conquerors of the world ! here look with envy. 
We tafte, we feel what you in vain defire, 
What war and ravaged countries cannot yield. 
True, real happincfs. [Trumpet.) 

Sige. What founds are thefe i 

Edr. 'Tis Albert, from the flaug^tcr of the Danes 

Returning. (Enter Albert.) Oh I my friend! 

let me embrace thee. 
My Editha is fafe — and I have found 
A father here. This is the noble Earl 
Whom well thou know'ft by fame : This is my 

father. 
Him too from haplefs Ilavery have we refcued. 

!^}ge. The brave and virtuous empty forms defpife : 
They mingle in an inAant fouls together. 

Brave 
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Brave Albert! fecond fon! whofe patriot virtues - 
(Embracing) 
Fill my old heart with warm afFeAion toward thee. 
Thus let me Itrain thee to my brea{{ ! 
^Ib. How fwcet 

Are the applaufes of the wife and good! 
My heart acknowledges the warmth of thine^ 
And every firing accordant vibrates here. — 

Editha ! thou little think'fl what pleafurc 

1 feel in thy deliverance : not more 
Thy brother, or thy father feels. 

Ed. The thanks 

A grateful foul can give, receive. The worth 
Of Albert I revere ; thy country faved 
Shall join its praifc with mine. 

Edr, How far my friend 

Was thy puribit ? 

Alb. To yonder heights they fled. 

There were they rallied by their chief again. 
Who bravely fought. All that a leader could, 
To turn the defperate fortune of the day, 
He did. ■ At length, when all was loft, hejoin'd 
His flying bands, who now in wild difmay 
Hade to their {hips ; our vidory's compleat. 
But fay my friend^ the treacherous Gunhilda, 
Haft thou not found her in the camp f 

Sige. She lies 

Dead in this tent, flain by miftake for her. 

Albert. 
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jfii. for £«UtIu! jiifl huven ! 

S^e. Now let us hence .' 

Ttiii accident fhaU be to thee expUin'd. 
To all my hiftory fliili Ijc unfolded, 
Etch wonderful event. 

Atl>. But firft 'twere fit, 

E'er we ^Ufmifs our troopi, to feise and punifh 
The traitor Ofwy. 

Sige. Would'ft tbo« punifli him i 

Edr. Doth he not merit puniihinent i 

Sige. H« doth. 

And can he feel a greater, than to view 
Hii laurder'd child t Could cuiming cruelty 
Devtfeonemorcfeverej— OhI Editha! 
The tortures of the rack were light to this: 
Well know I what a father muft endure. 
To think too that (he fell by hia coiitrivance ! 
No> gallant Albert, feek no other vengeance. 
Fennit him to retreat, opprefi'd with forrow. 
And ftung with confcious guilt. While we reflet 
With plcafure on the diSrence of our fouls, 
Which boar no fordid ftaim. While we rejoice, 
RiUed from calamity and woe, to blifs. 
While we cmgratulatc out ranfom'd country. 
And u wc oficr up our thanks to betvcn. 
Pray, that file ever thus may ftund fecure 
From foreign arms, and from domeAic treafon. 
Ficoi glorious, happy, to remoteft ages. 

EPILOGUE 
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NO longer now in pomp of grief array'd, . 
No longer Edltha the Captive Msid; 
Prepared lo examine this fame Tragic Qory, 
In my own perfoo I advance before ye. 
My critic ail at lea<l this once to try. 
And fcan our Bard's dcfcas with niccft eye. 

Yet Tome apology the attempt may need- 
But by your looki emboldcn'd, I'Jl proceed. 

Who without terror, Rodolph's fury (races? 
Why, iho' a Daoe, was he refuled ihe Graces P 
Were fuch the manocr} of ihofe Northern Climu ? 
Why not have bent them lo our ^ntler rimci ? 
To feck his Miftreii' life I— So defpetalE giown r— 
He Ihould have lathei Bed, and faved his own. 

Surely (Ao* Albeit might have fpoke more plaia. 
The City's Prafeft — but my dying Swain. 
Why had be not fome craft); fcheme devifed ? 
And ventured mid the DaniOi camp difguifed p 
He Ihould have crept, or fwam, or fought, or llrove. 
And hazarded his trull — to gain his Love. 

The affcaion of a Brother !>-How mifplaced I 
And what a violence lo modern Taftcl 

A foul defyine death I and accents Roman I 
How could Mfy fuit with any Brilifh Woman I 

The Cmple, and the natural ! — How flupid I 
1 (bould havu^nfack'd at] the llorei of Cupid. 
Hopcs,fears^oubls, jealoulies, and warm deCrn^ 
Darts, arrows, daggers, poifon'd bowls, and fires. 

Arc to a Tragic Piece my povrers dccieed ? 
Let it be great imd Tragical indeed. 
Let Paflionceafe the guiding rcint' obey. 
Let GiieF be Hrain'd lo its fublimed k^, 
In frantic fiiry let me cuife the light. 
And die enchaniingly, with all my might, 

Bui egotifmi and irony apart 

Say, have our Author's numbers louch'd the heatt ? 
Have they from Pity Qole the ioeenuooi figh ? 
And raifcd the trembling tear in Virtue's eye ? 

This is the unenins comment ; this the teft— 
And all remarks bcGocs— 'like mine— ajeft. 
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ERRATA. 

Pic&ce page iii. line 4. after man inrerc ^ 
page "]. line 13. before tktn, iDfen It^/. 

03, E5. &t\t:I tkank. 

B^- for lie gracioui Godi, read Ilianitie Gb4i. 

40. 15 . for (ie, read their. 

47. 13, fbtjoorf, read Corf 
1S3. 1. for iiAeld, Kid ieAald. 
165, i.dcleai;. 
So<j. 14. for Ait, read rC*«. 

911. forVoLNiR'srfflf, read Rooolph'i 7>ai. 
• 14. line tbe Uft, dele tie. 
tfiO. II. forfnf^eiifT read ftt'j'e^ei. 
208. s;. before cur, inferl ^. 
■86. ig-fbr mwmr/, read rBntonr. 

ra? ny ^m? lead niy .Tmi ? andAntmmaf 
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PROLOGUE. 

WHO hath not heicd of Beliraihi' fate, 
The giurdian wairioi of Rome'i fii^uog Hate t 
Hit open foes with gloiy be o'cicame, 
Bui could not Eavy'f nucomui venom utne : 
Aodwhen unnumber'd dai^ii be bad braved, 
Wai forced to beg from thofe fail ann had favcd. 
By malice leader'd blind, he took hit flaod, 
Aod aOi'd for cbaiily's affifltne band. 
With honour, fbamc, (bui Mimfteii could fport. 
Such wai the gratitude which fill'd a court,, 

SbaJteJj>e»re, who rich ia geniui, dared ponrtny 
Whate'er iaiaginarion could lUrvey, 
0( poffibility'i wide fcopc cootain, 
\Vho mingled KJogi and Jefleis io his Srain, 
Would not perhaps have fctupled bete to trace 



The Hero's utmoli lownefj oti ^ . . , 
Nature aod tnith bis power would have confeS, 
And fympathetic woe fill'd every brcaQ. * ^ 

Not thus the humbler Author of to ni^l, 
Hekeli the blaze of hii fupcriour li^t, 
Lamenti the chains which modem play-wrigtiti bind, 
The (hackles which controul the clallic miud, 
And feacg (tho dignified by worth and agej 
To bring a Bc^ar on the Tr^c fl^. 

He paints him great, he pamti him in diSreft, 
In battle flem, in peace intent to blefsj 

Loyal mid perfeeulioo moU unjuft. 

Severely fleady to his patriot trull; 

Yet not infenfible to forrow's dart, 

With Cato's virtues, not his floic heart; 

With the nice feelings which adom the noa, 

Yet firmly civettcd to honour's plan. 

' He paints the ETtefs his relative) fuQaii), 

.Pilial afieftlon, Iharp domellic pain, 

Griefs which the finer nervet otpanion tear. 

And pain creating frenzy and dclpair. 

■ Oh I may our eSbrts aid our Bard'a deCgn, 

And on your breads {tamp each pathetic line ! 

So fltall we draw the tear ^m Beauty's eye. 

So fiiail each manly bofom heave a Ggh ; 

So fhall the moral fcene your hearts engage. 
And utiue, bnfe, and virtue, grace our llage. 
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THEODORA. 
AN T O N I N A. 
MARCELLA. 

SCENE. Byzantium. 
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S C E N E I. A Square of the City. 

EuHKNBSf Caius, meetir^, 

Eum. ^ntTELCOME brave Caius from the field of 

The field of viftory ! A witnefs thou 
To the defeat of that inmimerous hoft 
Which threatened (ad Byzantium with dcftrudion. 
And fliook the Roman empire to it's bafe. 
A witnefs to the deeds of Belifarius ! 
His wondrous deeds! A partner in his dangers 
While me, the duty of my IlatioD bound, 
Relu£lant, in inadivc cafe at home. 
I envy thee my Caius. 
Caiut. Such a day 

The ever-circling fun hath ne'er heheld. 

I i An 
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An enemy more dreadful than thefe Huns 
Our legkAis ne'er encounter'd- Belifarius 
Seem'd more than man ; beneath thefroftof age 
He glow'd with youthful fire ; his veteran bands 
Roufcd by his great example, rufli'd to fight 
Like lions when enraged ; wheree'er they turn'd 
Difmay attended ; they alone were vigors : 
For at the firft attack, our new-raiied levies 
Fled pan ic-ftruck, norjoin'd, buttopurfuc. 
And flay the lotited foe. 

Mum, We feel his worth ; 

And gratitude fwells every panting bofom. 
Byzantium pours forth all h::r fons to meet^ 
And grace his triumph. E'en his enemies 
Now wear the face of joy^ and fpeak his praife. 

Caius.\s it not Grange, that he, fo great in arms. 
So gentle in the placid hours of peace. 
So generous, that his hand though ever open. 
Is neVer tired of giving, fo fittcefe 
That he ne'er promifed what he'd not perform. 
Should yet have enemies, who wifh his downfall ! 

Eum. Envy, my friend, isthcir's; the toad which lyes 
Within the llony heart, changing the air, 
The balmy air of heaven, to it'sown nature, 
And fweltering in it's venom. 

Cains. This fuccefs. 

This glorious viflory will dellroy the reptile. 
And all it's hated brood. This fplendid triumph 
Will level oppofition with the ground. 

Nor 
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Nor will Judinian e'er forfake the man 

To whom he owes bis empire and his life. 

£um. Alas ! I fear ■ 

Caiui. Thou doft not fear Juftinian ? 

£um. No, not Juftinian: but the treacherous Narbal, 

And Theodora's malice. Cruel emprefs! 

DilTembling politician ! 
Caius, All their efforts 

Will now be yainj and he who faved the ftatCj 

ghall guide it by his wifdom. (Shouts.) 

Eum. Hark! becomes! 

I hear the e<;hping multitude, 
Caius. What pleaTurc, 

What heart-felt pleafure muft the godlike man 

Experience now ! This triumph of his age! 

Tranfcending all his lonner ! They for realms 

And natioiis to the Roman yoke reHored: 

This, for a viflory, which the Roman name, 

And e'en the very being of the empire, 

Preferved from total ruin. 
Eum. More than thfs. 

To triumph with the youth, the gallant youth 
! Who wedded his Marcella. He petition'd 

That his brave fon might (hare with him the glory, 

Who nobly fhared the toil. 
Cuus. In Phorb^' adions 

Will Belifartus live again j his foul 

Shines with his fathers' virtues. 

(Shouts nn4 Crumpets,) 
I i 2 EuiJKnq, 
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£utit. Hark ? more near 

The heroes ceme ! I haften to the paUce> 
Caiuj.l tninglewith the pomp. (Exatni.) 

SCENE II. A triumphal Arch on ne fide, Ac 
Falact in front. 

Enter Bblisarius aRf/PnoKBAS in triumph, &c. 

Soldiers vdth trophies Jiandards, ^c. Prt/oners, &c. 

(Shouts.) 

MUSIC. 
ODE. 

I. 

From the wild and favage north 
Lo! the furies mfliing forth ! 
Barbarous war with flaughter died. 
Rapine fell with giant ftride. 
Who ihall meet them in the field? 
Who his fajnting country (bield^ 

CHORUS. 

Who (hall meet them, &c. 
IL 



Patriot virtue glowing bright 
Oarts impetuous to the fi^t. 
From the lightning of his eye 
See the baneful furies fiy ! 



Peace 
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Peace expends her genial wings 
Every hill and vaUey Tings. 
CHOR us. 
Peace expands, &c. 

III. 
Join the willing fong of praife, 
Notes of grateful tranfport raife 
To the heroes, to the band, 
Saviours of their native land, 
Who have gained a deathleTs name i 
, Out's is freedom, thcir's be fame! 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Join the willing fong, &c, 

[Tie proceffion pqffes over the Jlage. Sfene 
draws tnddifcovers the infidt oftht Palace. 
A magai/icemi apartment, Juftinian, Theo- 
dora, Naibal, Decius, &c.] 

■fnffr Be LisARius,pHORBAS,GuARDS, Prisoners, 
3c. who are ranged an tachjidt of tkejiagt- Juf- 
tinian defcends froth his throne, and mtets Belifarius. 

Justinian. 
Thou guardian genius of our finking (late ! 
In whom the antient Roman virtue lives ! 
Receive thy fovereign's thanks 1 And thou brave 

youth, 
Great \$ our debt to thee ! my hcwt o'erflows ' 
With 
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With tides of joy. The fount of life furcharged. 
Even to burfting fwells. Did any eye 
Behold thy triumph with malignant glance. 
Quench 'd be it's light ! and perifh henceforth all 
Who dare between us fofter difcontent. 
And fullen jealoufy ! 

Tifo. Ye (riumph here, 

In the enraptured foul of gratitude. 

JBel. What words, what language, aptly to repay 

Our foyereign's praifes, ftiall our tongues employ i 
We fought, we conquer'd, duty claim'd the firft. 
The lad was heaven's. Let lilence fpeak the reft. 

yufi. Thou fon, and pupil of this matchlefs chief! 
On thee fhall rain our favours. 

PAor. Small the Iharc 

Of merit I can boaft, tho raifed by him. 
And by thy partial voice to Ihare hb fame. 

Bel, Thy modefly gives falfe report my fon ; 

Thy courage, and thy coolnefs more than once 
Poifed the defcending fcale of vidory. 
Even before I prompted thou wert ready. 
And years mature bore witnefs to thy conduct. 

Jujl, Oh ! from the foldier learn finccrity, 

And lowlinefs of mind, ye fons of peace, 
Unufed to toil ! Who in the funfhine baft 
Which gilds a court. — Now Belifarius, hcroe, 
■ Thy warlike labours end. The Perfian conquer'd, 
The weftern empire from barbarians free'd, 
Afric reflored, the Huns to flaughter doom'di 

Or 
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Or prifoners led ; with me reform the Itate, 

Thy valour hath preferved. With us refide ; 

Be ever near a faithful monitor : 

The facred urJm, and prophetic fpirit. 

By which each aft of mine fhall be directed. 

Narbal. (Afide.J 
My curfes on them ! in their noon-tide height 
Unlcfs I err, fhall dailcnefs overwhelm them. 

Jufl- Let us revifc the laws, correfl abufe, 

In our more dtllant provinces new-brace 
The difcipline relax'd, and gird the whole 
Of our vaft empire in the bond of order. 

Bel. Alas Jullinian ! 

Jujl' Do my words difpleale thee ? 

Bel. They penetrate my foul. Alas! too high 

Would'ft thou exah me. Diverfe arc thegifls 
Todiverfe men aflign'd. The talk exceeds 
A foldier's talents. 

Juft. To this tafk what need we? 

But native fenfe, unyielding honefty. 
And pure fidelity ? 

Bel, Moft generous Prince ! 

I feel the frofty hand of age upon me. 
Yet a few years and I mull link beneath it. 
Tho mean ambition's Tons I always fcom'd, 
And every honour but the filent praife 
Of my own heart ; tho low, compared with that 
The ftatefman's policy, the general's fway. 
And the triumphal car ; yet, plunged in action 
Through 
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Through a long life, I own I figh for psMe. 
Men I hAve read enough ; I would mylelf 
Contemplate but a little time, and die. 

Jufi. The lofs IE mine. Whither would'ft thou retired 

Bd. In fair Ionia lyes a rural vale. 

Thy bounty, when we quell'd the invading Perfian ; 
There would I with rdledion walk, there fpend 
The rrannant of my <iays ; and offer up 
My morning orifons, and evening prayer 
Fof thine, and for the empire's happinefs. 

J^ji^ Tho 1 might hope — but noj our will fubmits, 
Nor cails the leafl idlraint on any thought 
Of thine. — What further boon can we impart ? 
Thy abfence it the greated. 

Bd. Am I free? 

And Jhall I not defire another's freedom \ 
I>ifmifs thefe captives to their fnow-cUd wJlds, 
And let them learn, O Prince, from thy example 
The blefliogs of humanity. 

Ju^. Go ! ye are free. 

(7l^y bend to Juflinian and Belifarius.) 

jfuji. What elfe my friend J is there an efietny 

Whofe punilhment thou afk'ft for, it is granted. 

Bel, The fanguinary bofom of revenge 

Was never mine. I know not one whofcdownfaH 
Would give a tranHcnt pleafure to my foul. 
Kcft be my enemies ! They oft have taught me 
Moft wholefome leflbns. Where eXifts the mind 
So 
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So fierce, as not to yield to generollty i 
An enemy whom mercy cannot vantjuifh ? 
yiffi- E'er thy departure hence, command our power. 
Whate'er is placed within it's ample fcopc 
Is freely thine. 
Bel. Clad in the veft of youth, 

In prime of ftrength, and nervous intelle^. 
To thy prote£lioii I refign my fon. 
Jufi. Thy ftafF of geflcraU-takc it, (W Pkorbas) and 
fucceed 
To all thy father's honours. 
Phor. May I wear them 

With half his glory t 

Justinian (^o Belisarius.) 
Noblell of mankind ! 
Thy habitation goodnefs Ihall illume, 
And wifdom ccmfecrate. Domdns moll pure ! 
A court, where real monarchy will dwell. 
Undignified by pomp, unthroned, uncrown'd. 
Thou to true grandeur, which an emperor looks on 
With virtuous envy ; I to toil — Farewell ! 

[Exeunt Juftinian, Theodora, Belifarius, ^c. 
Narbal and Decius remain. 
Nar. DidA thou behoU this pageantry i 
Dec. I did. 

NaT. And thou haft feen the rain-bow arch the Iky,' 
Fixing each bafe on two afpiring bills. 
Then fudden fade. — So fade thefe air-born heroes. 
X K k Dec. 
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Dec. How wilt thou move Juftinian ? 

NaT. Know'ft thou not 

His timid mind ? And how with ftilfiil reins 
The emprefs at her pleafure guides each pafliOD ? 

Dec. Her power is great, 

NaT. Mod abfolute — Thou hateft 

This Bellfarius— 

Dec. Deep is my averfion. 

Nar. Not without caufe. His fon ufurps the port 
Due to thy age and worth. I read thy foul. 
And confidence fucceeded. — ^Theodora> 
A bigot in her faith, deters the man, 
Who dares with facrilegious ftep proceed, 
Scorning the limits of the holy pale. 
Always was he my enemy : and once 
E'en to Juftinian's ear urged my difmilTiOn. 
For which good turn — with fpeed— — 

Dec, Unfold thy plan. 

Nar. Suppofe thou feefl a Have of Belifarius, 
Begging admittance at the dead of night 
To Theodora's prefenee. Urgent bufinefs 
He pleads ; the welfare of the Roman ftate 
Her life, Juftinian's, all that ftie holds dear. 
Depends upon the tale he fhall difclofe. 
Blank horror cloaths his cheek, his trembling lips 
Often endeavour to perform their office, 
And oftea fail. 
Dec. Proceed. 

Nar 
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Mar. He fmites his breaft, 

Curiing his fate, that e'er he Oiould be witnefs 
To aftions of the mafter whom he loves. 
Which publifli'd, wiH draw ruin on his head. 
But which impelling confcience will not fuffer 
To hide in filence. 

J>ec. Well dcfcribed. Go on. 

ifar. Faft fall his tears. He fays, that in the evening, 
Having too freely drank, to ftiun difcovery, 
He fought out an apartment feldom ufed. 
There lay conceal'd. Sleep every fenfe opprcfs'd. 
Awaked by murmuring voices, cautiouHy 
And flow he drew his breath. The voices raifed 
Proclaim'd them Belifarius' and his fon-s. 

Sec. Well-aftingflave, and plaufible!— What follows? 

^ar. He tells her that they fpake to this effeQ.. 
The emperor old and fuperftitious, 
Prieft-ridden, governed by his wife and Narbal, , 
Deferved bo longer to direfl the helm 
Of this vaft monarchy. That Belifarius 
Might mount with eafe into the feat of empire. 
Then read they various letters ; one from Narfcs, 
- Who now with glory fpreads in Italy 
His conquering banners, urging the attempt, 
So he might bear the purple in the weft. 
Another from the Perfian Prince with offers 
Of Itrong afliftance, or a fure afylum. 
The veterans too, with whom he lately quell'd 
'J'he barbarous Hims, will aid his daring puipofc. 
K k 2 Ami 
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And (hat fecurely he may ftrikc the blow. 
He feigns retiremeot to his rural vale 
In fair Ionia. 
Dec. Is the flave fo perfea \ 

Nar, Shrewd, hardy, voidof fear, from whom no tortures 
Could wring the fecret — Still in thy mind's eye. 
Obferve the progrefs. View how Theodora 
AiTails Juftinian. See the letters found, 
Produced, examined ; the known hand of Narfes ; 
The fea! of Perfia. Hear to ftrengthen all, 
Claudius the 'Senator, by me fuborn'd \ 
He hath been'founded, trufted with their plan. 
To crulh our now-fuccefsful chrillian doSrines ; 
And in our facred tonples re-eflabUlh 
The idol worfliip. Hear how Eutyches 
Jufttnian's favour'd priefl, his foul's difc£lor, 
Urges this plea with all his eloquence. 
View fuperflition gain predominance. 
That all-o'er-rultng principle, and love. 
Honour, refpcfl, and every recent merit 
Shall nought avail. — ^E'er morn my friend, my 

Decius, 
Shall thefc twin ftars beneath the horizon fet. 
To rife no more. 
Dec. Till then my thoughts will lye 

On expe^lions rack. 
A'ar. Yet calmly fmile. 

Retire ; but hold thyfeif prepared to aid us, 

As 
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As time ffaall warrant. CherilK bold ambition. 
The army ihall'be thine. Retire my friend. 

[Exit Decius.) 
Ifar. Oh \ the delicious draught of fweet revenge 
Unto the thirily lip ! e'en to the lees 
I'll drain the cup, and fatiate all my foul. 
Say Reli&rius Jhould retien — He leaves 
His Ion behind, taught doubtlefs to perplex, 
To thwart ray plans ; perchance to worm himfelf 
Into JuOinian's favour. — Ye are fathom'd 
All-poteot conquerors! Qiort fighted heroes! 
Let but Juftinian with his ufual eafc 
And weak credulity be led, and down, 
Down to the regions of the grave ye £ill. 
While Narbal holds uncurb'd the fovercign fway. 



ACT 
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SCENE I. An Apartment m tkeHou/e of Belifrrius. 
Phorbas, Marcella. 

Mar, Forgive me, Phorbas ! but the fcenes of night 
Are Hill before my eyes. I faw thee clad 
As yefterday, in rich triumphal robes ; 
I flood as then, upon the northern tower 
Marking thy gallant entrance. On a fudden 
Dark difmal clouds whence fulphurous lightnings 

flafh'd 
Oppofed my view. When (Irait I faw thee dead 
Cover'd with wounds, andNarbal waving o'er thee 
A fword bedew'd with biood. I waJted jn horror ; 
Nor can I yet erafe the deep Impreflion. 

Bhor: And fliall unreal dreams difturb thy peace ? 
Disjointed emblems of our waking thoughts f 
Where is the wifdom of Marcella's mind \ 
True, we havi fear'd the bafe deceit of Narbalj 
But frefh-adorn'd with honour and renowQj 
With power inverted, in Juftinian's love 
Fix'd firm, in vain will he and Theodora 
Their malice point, which llinglefs, (hall inflift 
No mortal wound. 

Mar. 
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Mar. Why cannot wc retire 

With Belifarius ? What is power or fame, 
To thofe unenyied joys which blefs the countiy ? 

Phor. What joys can thy imaginarion paint ? 

Mar. Ah ! canft thou aflt me ? Should I not pollers 
Thy much-lov'd converfe ? balm of every care ? 
The verdure of the fields, the gurgling brooks. 
The high oaks quivering to the weftern gale. 
The yellow corn-field, and melodious note 
Of lark, or nightingale, to mc are joys 
Of fecondary confequence. 

PkoT. -. No more. 

Alluring temptrefs ! inclination leads 

With thee to pleafing fond ideal haunts ; 

But duty, fame, and virtue fix mc here. 

Well have thy father's aftions earn'd retirement. 

Like autumn's fruits thick hang his honours on 

him. 
Mine are but in the blolfom.-^Io ! he comes ! 

Belisarius advancing. 
Welcome the profpefl of ferene delight \ 
Of calm content, whofe gentle rays (hall gild 
The evening of my life ! unvex'd by ftorms 
Which fhake ambition ; far from hate and guile ; 
And the pernicious blaft of fickening envy. 

(Suing Marcella and Phorbas,^ 
My Phorbas ! my Marcella ! — and behold 

(Enter Antomina and ]\jhhis.) 
Junius and Antonina ! — fweeted boy I 

Thy 
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Thy tongue fluU charm the weary hours of age, 
Andfootbc it'spains. — Oh! beftandmodbeloved! 
This it the aafpicious time which fets me free. 
Not with mOTC heart-felt pleafure doth the niflic 
Alter the toils of day, at fun-fet enter 
His krwly home. Like the old warrior horfe, 
Difmi&'d by fome kind matter, to his hilts. 
And verdant meads, once more Qiall I revilit 
The paths of nature, and feofatioos feel 
Long unexperienc'd. 

phoT. Thus the ancient Rooian, 

From dictatorial pomp his farm regain'd, 
Array'd in glory.— ^Fit for every Ration 
Art thou ; the warrior, politician, fage. 
In thee are blended. 

Sel, What fnsn Tome, my fon. 

Might be deem'd flattety, in thee is love, 
Refped, and filial duty — To thy hands 
My charge, the good JuHinian hath deliver'd ! 
And, trull me, an important one it is, 
Requiring all thy vigour. Oh ! be fiill, 
}uft, and humane ! to flri3eft difcipline 
Add tender care, fo (hall the foldiers blefs thee. 
Be to thy enemies, in battle, dreadful ; 
But fpare the fuppliant, ipare the unarmed head. 
Nor ever let the old diihanded warrior 
Tafle of diftrefs and penury. 

Pk(fr, To thee 

i owe trhate'er 1 am ! — to thy example 

What 



Digilis^byCOO^Ie 



B E L f S A R I U S. a+9 

Whate'er I fliall be. 

^el. Bear thyfelf upriglrt 

In camp, or court j defpife the unfound policy 
Of knavifh cunning. Far above the reach 
Of the mean villain foars illuftrious greatnefs. 
And excellence of ibuL— rYet prudent be thou, 
And circumfpeS, Above the reft of men 
^ware of Narbal i truft not "^heo^aiA. 
Safe in thy proper dignity, nordreadt 
Nor with blind ^confidence repole on others. 
Why weeps my daughter f 

Mar, Happinefs is yours. 

Here fpiendid care and difcontent relide. 
Fain Would \ facrifice f<»ne years of life 
Titus to retreat. 

^. . Be comforted my daughter. 

In fiich a dearth of goodoefs, duty calls 
On youths who like thy Phorbas fed the flange 
Of patriot love, to mingle with the crew 
Of bafe pretenders — I but go before 
Your fteward, and purveyor. £ach additioa 
Of ufc or omxment, I ih^~be plealed 
To think y<m one day will poITefs, and love 
The building, for the builder. Every tree 
] plant, will {deaj« me, when I fhall refle£t 
You and your chiidren will enjoy the Ihade. 
Jt is not probable his days of trouble 
^ill equal mine ■, bng e'er he Ihall arrive 

LI At 
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At my extent of years, I hope the army, 
The ftatc will fparc him. 

Enter Caius. 

Caius ! hah ! thy errand ! 

Caius. The meffenger of ill I come. Oh ! fly ! 
Quit thefe vile dwellings of deceit and fraud 
With rapid eagle's fpeed ! By Narbal tnifted, 
Eumenes is your friend : from him I come. 
Deep is the plot, and ftrong ts the confpiracy, 
Tho it's extent he knows not. He and Deciu» 
Are ordered to convey you to the palace, 
While Entyches among his pious brethren 
Whifpers malignant lies ; that you propofe 
Our worfliip to o'erthrow, and rear again 
The pagan ftruiSure from its mouldering ruins. 
Narbal and Theodora have determined 
That not your long deferts, your bravery, virtue. 
Nor e'en your new- won triumph ftiall protcd you. 
Eumenes fees no fafety but in flight. 
Hafte ! fruftrate by your fpeed the dire intent 
Of bafe malevolence. — I mull away. 
Left intercepted I ftiould (hare your fate. 
And lofe all futare power to aid, to ferve you, 

(Exit. 

Ant. Oh ! fly ! this inftant fly ! 

Mar. Lofe not a moment. 

Hor. 
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Phor. H^fte to Nicanor ! by the port he dwells. 

And will with fpecd convene the band of veterans. 
In the firft bark we find, with our domeAics 
Steer v?e for Afia, where all hearts are thine. 
Meanwhile the veterans thall feciire our palTage. 

Bel. Steer thou for Afia ! feek its fartheft climes ! 
Fly all ! but Belifarius here remains. 

Ant. A prey to Narbal ? 

Bel. Not a fugitive, 

Proclaiming guilt. 

Anl. I fee, alas! thy death. 

Bel, Which I have never fear'd. 

Mar, Yet pity us ! 

Bel. I do. But will not fltrecn myfelf by bafenefs. 

Mar. What refuge then remains ? 

Mar. What guard is diat ? 

Bel. More than encircling armies ; 

It fortifies the heart. 

Mar. Oh ! we are loft ! 

I fee my Phorbas all our fate before us, 

Painted in blacked charaders I fee it. 

O Belifarius, if thou wilt not yield 

To our intreaties, kill us not with flernnefs I 

Kneel Junius! heed, oh! heed his infant prayer ! 

Belt Why wound me thus Marcella ! I knew not 

That I was Hern. Your looks, your fighs afie£t 

me. 
Various are now the feelings of my foul ; 

L I a Pity 
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Pity for you,, indignant rage, difdain. 
And love of glory. Mid the different conflid: 
The latter triumphs. Belifarius muft not 
Sink in his own opinion. Grief may rend 
My heart ; treatment unmerited ftir up 
Rclentmcnt in me ? bnt my eye (hall not 
Quit fight of the guiding ftar, fix'd re^titude^ 
That never fets. — l«ad tliefe didrefs'd apm \ 
Fear not. Profperity again will fmile. 
Lead them apart my fon !— 'I meet alone 
Thofe mefflengers. {Exeunf. 

Belisarius ("alone.J^ 

"Tis true.' I feel' it now in every nerve— 
The energy of virtue. It fupports. 
Enlightens, ftrengthens. — Trycr of mankindf 
Adverfrty ! come onward ! I will meet thee 
With open arms^ To the unprepared heart 
How dreadful are thy terrors !— All that's pafs'd» 
A bright extent of fame, beycod thy power 
Is placed. — Tho they have reach'd my ftage of 

being. 
How many fink oblivious ! — I have fived 
Compaied with them, this mortal life thrice e'er, 
Witft bfcfEags, praifcs, willing honours crown'd. 
Unforced, nnbought applaufe.— The recolleaion 
Warms me throughout, and thaws the froll of age 
Which otherwife vrovid make the thicken 'd blood 
Curdle 
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Curdle within it's mazy labyrinths. 
Yet am I man — nature is powerful ftill— 
A figh will rife ; a tear will fail — firm bound 
Is the connubial, the parental chain. 
Whatever link is fltock'd, the faithful center 
Feels the vibration. — In myfelf prepared 
To meet each accident, for them my foul 
Is foft as melting wax. — No more of this, — ■ 
I'm ready. — Yet is paflire fortitude 
More arduous, than moft intrepid a^ion. 

Eiiter Decius, Eumsnbs, Caius^ Slave, and 
Guards. 

Sec. The Emperor's mandate. 

Bei. I obey his orders ; 

And am your prifoner. Take my fword; it'sedgc 
None but his enemies e'er felt. The weapon 
Is little worth ; the caufe it hath been ufed in 
Was always juft. My fon is comprehended 
Within this fcbedule ; he will foon attend. 
What is the imputed crime f 

Dec. My orders urge me 

To iude immediate, nor admit a parley. 
This faithful (lave difcovers hidden letters. 
And doubtlefs thofe the criminal hath read. 

£el. 1 read upon thy forehead, Naibal's creature ; 
And in his eyes, a lye. 

Dec, 
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Dec. Sufpefl; not us'; ■ 

Narbal and Decius are thy friends. 

Bel. Ulyfles 

Pleaded for Palan\edes, when he placed 

The gdd wiihin his tent, which caufed his death. 

DeC' I oft have mark'd) and wonder'd how fercnity 
Can with the traitor dwell. O fhame! Juftinian 
Hath loaded thee with generous ads of kindnefs. 
For which thy honell hand would plant a dagger 
Id his unthinking heart. 

Bel. At length thy words 

Betray thee. So the fcrpent lurks awhile 
Hifling beneath his bufh, e'er he difcovers 
His fpeckled cre(^, and hrandilhes his fting. 

Dec. I came not to impart, or hear reproaches. 

Tullus with me. [to the Slave.) Eumenes guard 

the palfage. 
I will fecurehis fon, thefe papers feize. 
And ftrait return. — [Exeunt Decius un^ Slave, &c. 

Eum. Retire, and keep the door, [to the guards.) 

Caius remain. O Belifarius would'll thon not 
Enjoy thy liberty ? 

Bel. It's golden hours 

Are wordi a kingdom's price. 

Eum. They may be thine. 

Bel. What mcan'ft thou ? 

Eum, We have (bunded 

Thegiiaids, and half will join the^flight; Ihould 
Decius 

Offer 
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ORer refillance, he would rue the trial. 
Meanwhile thy family may gain the port ; 
We foon will follow. 

Bel. Am I then fo alter'd 1 

Doft thou not know me ? Who am I ? 

£um. The man 

Whom I moft honour, Belirarius, 
This age's glory, and it's wonder. 

Bel. Hold- 

No more. — Years have not changed or warp'd my 

nature ; 
I ftill am Belifarius. Art thou uifwer'd P 

Eum. I am perforce. 

Bel. Thy friendlhip I have always 

Regarded well. This teftimony of it 
I mean to bury deep within my breafl, 
Nor let it ever rife to light againft thec.- 

Enier Decius, Fhorbas, &c. 

Bel. Thy looks infe6l my aged eyes, my foa. 
How did'lt thou leave them ? 

Phor. Overcome with grief. 

Too violent to utter their complaints. 
They only wring their hands, fitting in filence 
And motionlefs as llatues. I Ihould there 
Have grown into the earth, had not ftern force 
Dragg'd me away. — 'Tweie heft you faw them 
not. 

Bel. 
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Bel, I fee diem now too well. My heart o'erfiows 
With lympathiliDg pity. Weaknefs caufes not 
Thy tears or mine ; for they deferve the tribute. 
So excdlent in native, fo afTedlionate, 
Widi nwckdl duty joiniog tendered love ; 
Deep will affli&ion penetrate their fouk, 
And I fed all the wound. O my good youth! — 

Dec. Are you jnepared? 

Be/. We are. The (Iroke of malice 

May (iun, but not ddlroy. jl've feen thefoldier 
Tho funk upon his knee, rebouod with vigour, 
And flay the cuemy who gave the Uow. 
Jf overcome, he few his countiy died. 
And cheated ^lesuh^ acquiring cndlefs glory. 
The fidd is not the only bed of honour; 
The gloomy prifoo, torturing whed, or rcaff'ol4 
Virtue on £ui^fy. ' Tlic thoughts of men 
No power controuls, and aftertimes embalm 
The memoiy oi the good. Quilt trembles ever ; 
Fearful thro life ^ and on the filken bed. 
Or ftretdi'd tm rofei, fees with ghafliy eye 
Death's flow, but fure approach. It's end is 

dtcadfiil; 
A leffim to the [n«fest, to poflxnty 
A tale of ignominy and contempt, 
i^eed.— We foUow- 
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AntoHINA. MAKCttl-A. 

. Mar. Oh! fhouM be die, I never wauM furvive lum. 
No more of hope — I fee no rajr of light 
Thro the wild waftc to gukk our devious feet. 
Yet hounteoMC heavca ordains, wheA fortune 

And with fierce rage the growing tetnpeft fwells. 
Mid all it's bixer^ wradl, a friendly dagger 
Win give us peace. iP*^' ^** ' dagger.) 

Fla. Oh ! ftuB dcfpair Marcella, 

The worA of fiends !— that fatal wea[K>B baoifli. 

Mar. No. — But tffl human (hsngrfi can bear no more. 
And from the conflid fhrinks — it rcfts in peace. 

Ant. Why prophecy their deaths P Heroes e'er now 
Have felt the wnght of igDwiinknu boDd$» 
Yet rofe fupenQr to th«r nuntiag foes. 
Say, can Juftinian in his height of power 
Dare to command i In their foil fbope of cruelty 
Can Theodora, can the treacherous Naibal 
Prompt the dire aSt of murdier J Will they hazard 
The chuice of tumult i the awaken'd anger 
Of ^ the Roman {mtviacct i Can Ffaorbas, 
Ciin BeUfariws perifh fb uiiju% i 

Mm And 



Digiii^byGoo^le 



95» BEtlSARlUS. 

Andvengeancc Deep f Tnininc,tenthoufan(lann^ 
Will foon be raifed i and e'en among his guards^ 
The troops confpire, to puU del^ru£lion dowa 
Upon the offenders heads. 

Mar. And what avails 

The tardy puniftmieni ? why do not now 
While yei ^hey hve, vindiftive armies rife ? 
The dead are foon forgotten ; who dilhirbs 
Their (liimbers ? Friendlhip paffes far aloof 
• With biuftiing face, or at the midnight hoar 
May feek the tomb, then wrii^ her hands together. 
And fay, too late my aid ; e'er death prevented, 
Why ftrove 1 not to fave them ? ■ ■ 

Ant I miftraft not. 

The righteous gods; who ever heed the caufe. 
The facred caufe of innocence and virtue. 

Mar. The gods are juA, are good. Shall I ari^gn 
Their high o'erruling power? — Oh! where ye fit, 
f Kneeling) 
Throned in the tnfuSerable Maze of light. 
Look down with pitying eyes, and in the time 
Of deep adveritty, fuflain, preferve 
Thofe whom your own enlivening fpirit {orra'i 
The beft, the nobleft of the human race! 

Ant. It dawns. The face of hope more bright aj^ears. 
Juflinian cannot but protefl the men 
To whom his utmoft gratitude is due. 
But fhould he fail to guard them in the hour 
Of fad diftrcfs, by calumnv aflail'd. 

Let 
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Let us in weeds of mourning feck the emprefs. 
And proftrate at her feet — , 

Mar, O mean expedient ! 

Idle, and fmitlefs ! — Shall the honour'd wife 
Of Beltfarius, Ihall his daughter Hoop 
To abje£t condeTcenfioa ? 

Ant, _ Could we fave them. 

Shall nice faftidious notions interfere ? 
Or hau^inefs rellrain us i In her youth, 
Unconfcious of her prefent ftate of greatnefs. 
We interchanged the vows of equal friendfhip, 
Tho now ambition has ufurp'd her mind. 
And bigot zeal ; yet when her eyes behold us 
Prone on the ground, the embers may revive 
; Of ancient love, and by humility 

We gain a prize dwvc the wealth of worlds, 
Mar. Oh ! I have raifed my towering thoughts too high. 
Admiring all the godlike qualities 
Of my gceat father, blended happily 
In Fhorbas' breafl, I fed my eager foul 
Till.it dilating vie w'd with fix'd indifference 
Each fublunary being. Kings themfelves 
Sunk far beneath me brought to the facred touch 
Of this comparifon. Now caft I off 
Pride, glowing Ihame. To my condition levell'd, 
I own the duft my origin ! and fall, 
Prefs'd by the hand of ftrong necefllty. 
Where, for myfelf, to gain a thoufand years 
Of mortal life, I Oiould rcfufe to bend. \_Exeunf, 
M m 2 SCENE 
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SCENE in. The Pdlatt. 

JdSTINIAN, ThEODOKA, NARtAL. 

Juji. Above eacli aarddy tyc -ws owe oar duty 

To thee, O moll adonti ! By ibce fupparted, 
I ixn vrkh firmncfi raife ttm ml of iron 
O'er l)iy contemners ! Piotn Eutyches 
With h% ferrotir hath enkiged my heart. 
Nis arguments uul thine, my Theodora, 
- Wettt pregnant .with convi&ion. Jufticc triumphs. 
Yet would I not to death puiftie its dictates ; 
Degraded from their honouTE, and exiled, 
They pay ibe debtof tieaibn. Mild their pu- 

nifhment, 
Shewii^ Our fenfe tif paft deJeftS. And mercy. 
No lefs than juftice, is the attribute 
Of awful Deity. — Shall man th«i iin ? 
AfiH Aiali n(rt man rdentf 

Tkeo. Dd> thou agaiti relapfe into thy weakmfs ? 
Is this tlK firm reftjve to do heaven Icrvice ? 
But xAi \ remember, tho in private llation 
Thy foul might yield unblamed to melting P'ty> 
Not TO himlvlf ek>ne the foVereign lives ; 
MiHioRS on thee depend, to ihec loc^ up 
For pfeftirvation. WouMft thou then to fave 

The 



Digills-JbyCOO^Ie 



BELISARIUS. ^ 

The pnivtd oSkn&as, vinir our fettfle pnivinces 
Laid wafle by civil brmls ? Our ctttet hc\L'd } 
Subje£tsgunnftibj«^ warring! Shall the cmCe 
Which now trium^Rt ftandt) htamA the feet 
OF hebtbem pt^ the t^ft f 

^1^. Yet is it fitange 

So many bftttkt fon^t, and viflories mm, 
N«h)m fubduaj, armies at his Aifyofii, - 
He ftrould not till arrived at the utmoft verge 
Of treoibling life, agaioft our power nM, 
And llrlve for tnaftery. 

T^eo. Who can eXf^irin 

The contradictions of the human mind ? 

Yet oft, dio youthfiii yein will turn tMwnent - 

From deeds of treachery ; when age Rerit or. 

Each early fcyon ia the fpiittg pirt fcnht 

And e'en by manhood cherilh'<i{« wilt ka hUfted. 

Ntar. Such muft be BeHfariM. Loft ia WDtv)er> 
Scarce can I now give ciedenc* tfl the prbofs-j 
Forceful and dear, of bis ingrtfitudt. 
But Brutus Oew his Either asiA \&» friend* 
Wives have imbrued their bandsiA htlftiaitdc' blood. 
Brothers have flam ^ir iuifbt)>e£Hng pother. 
Urged by the fiend unbititm.— O Juftiman ! 
WouM (hat my death coutd purchaile latUng firm- 

nefs 
To all thy plans, in deepeA wifdon fbfntM 
To Uefs thy fubjeds, and fi*cuFe ftHcrer 
The faith hy thee proteAed 1 Woidd to heavea 
The 
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The life of BcUfarjus could be fptue^ ! 
Nor,Phprb^ pnifh ! 

J^. Will no danger ^riog 

From out their allies P^nflice hath decreed. 
The fafcty of the fUte dej^''"'^ ^'i^i'' deaths. 
The fiave the lett^s found, the anfwers penn'd. 
The words of Cbudius urge the ftern decree. 
But ne'er could they alone this deed contrive 
Of black detefted villainy.— W'U tieafon. 
And reftive mutiny be flain with thena ? 
Rather I fee uprifin^ multitudes 
Quick^ed to adion, and conrpiracy 
On every Cde, with njortal violence. 
And opei) front, advance again/l our throne. 

Tho. Let it advance ! Muft J agaiff Juflinian 
Tell thee, a kingdoja is a glorious tomb \ 

.'■• Thy argMtnents flioukl rather ftring the nerve$ 
Of fpeedy cxecutioik. Winged minutes 
Hafle on to fafety ; while the tardy ftep 
Of dull fufpicion tumbles at tl^ tkrefhold. 
And wakes the fury danger Ip her cave. 

Nar. Say we protrad the fate of Belifarius, 

And found the populace i If his confinement 
They bear with ineffectual murmurs only. 
We lofe not our caution. Death may tt^low. — 
Or fay the fword on Phorbas firfl defcend ; 
' Without hb adive aid, tho Belifarius 
Should even be enlarged, the treafonous head 
W^ting the hand, -wilt give no birth to terror. 
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Jt^. The guartfian care of Providence proteft me ! " 

And your true aid, and counfel ! Let the fwoid ■ 
Defcend on Phorbas. — Hold — receive our fignet* 
A£l as ourfelves — their fate is in thy hands. 

Aisr. With pity and rehi^ance, to Eiimenes 

I bear thy orders. \E.xit. 

JuJ. Theodora! (Ai\ 

How keen my fedings ! never did I Sentence 
Without a pang, the meaneft of my fubjefts ; 
But now what torture racks my inmod foul. 
And tears each finer nerve of bleeding friendfhip ! . 
Yes, witnefs heaven, how dearly I efleem'd them ! 
Should they be gutltlefs ! — ^But their crimes are 

obvious. 
How would the tongues of meo exclaim againft 

me! 
How branded to the worU fhould I appear. 
How bafe in hillory's impartial page ! 
Their gijilt is manifeft — thefe pangs are acre's. 
Religion, public love approve the deed. 
OhI calm miy foul ! Yet tho excelling all 
Thy fex in wifdom, fruitlefs were the talk. 
Time only can perform that office ; time 
Which foftly checks the reins of headflrong grief. 
And by degrees wears out the trace of memory. 
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ACT in. 

SCENE I. The Palace. 
Marceila. Antomina, Junius. 

Ant, Metbinks thefe walls are changed with th«ir in- 
hvbinuitE ; 
Dark ^ thty fcaa, and hatofii] to the fight. 
Zs this the place whcK Tedulmis attention, 
Obfcquious homage, and the voice of gladnefs 
FurTued our ft^ i Where each behcJder's eye 
Caught at our tranfient looks ? our tranficnt fnulcs i 

Mar. The dtaitge 19 in euHelves. The (kfcle croud 
Surrounfii^ gTcatsefi, tike the fiics of June 
Ope to Ae Ain their many-coloured wings ; 
When damps arire^ and evening dtwa dofceodj 
They ficken, and are fees ao nwre. 

Ant. Uimfed to few, I tremtde, and my kne^s 
UnftAlfl, £carce fupport my aged fraraa. 
'Who paties yonder ? Dec ins ! Thomylbul 
Ahhoit coDuniwlcsttion with that tntitni^i 
He may be ufeful. — Decius ! 

Xiec. Who jrc ye. 

That in defpitc of happinefs and joy 
Enter thefc walls array'd in weeds of forrow ? 

Ant. 
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Ant. O afTedtatton vile ! Infulting meannefs \ 

From thee that queftion i Know'it thou not the 

daughter 
Of Belifarius ? Oft haft thou before him 
Duck'dlow thy pliant head, often to her, 
Often to me, cringed hke a fawning fpaniel. 
Arc happinefs and joy within thefc walls ? 
Falfe as thou art, thou wilt not dare affert it. 
The fate of heroes hangs in dread fufpenfe, 
And all who feel one glimmering ray of virtue 
Grieve in thcjr hearts. Narbal and all his fiaves, 
Thoclad in fmiles, arc tortured with anxiety. 
Juftinian, Theodora, have their fears. 

Dec. Was it thy purpofe to upbraid me thus ? 
Shame to my eafy nature which obey'd 
The call of pride. Vain woman I to the winds 
t'aft thy reproaches. Decius hears no more. {_Exit 

Ant. Thou groveling mifcreant hence ! 
Enter Eumekes. 

Say, are our features 
Unknown to thee ? arc wc fo foon forgotten f 

Eum. Forget you ! know you not ! The fun fhall ceafe 
To roll in heaven, e'er I forget ihe family 
Of Belifarius, and of Phorbas. 

Mar, Worthy, 

Kind, kind Eumenes ! — Decius crofs'dourway — 
We hoped by his afliitance to have gain'd 
AdmifHon to the emprcfs. He moft tauntingly, 
Moft cruelly, alk'd who wc were. 

Nn Ant, 
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Anti 'Tis true, 'tis ttue by heaven! 

Excufe mc O Eumencsl not like him 
Art thou, the hungry flatterer of greatnefs. 
The needy vaflal of a flavifh courtier. 
Forgive the peevifh error of my tongue, 
Defigned for him, not thee : the llroke oblique 
Aim'd at another, fprung from inward pride. 
And female fpleen. Alas ! alas ! Eumenes ! 
Suppliants we come ; wilt thou bom Theodom 
Humbly requefl an audience i 

Mum, If the dart 

Of death were pointed to oppofe my entrance. 
Tho much I fear Ihe will not fee you, much 
If feen, her ear will be to your requeft 
Mod marble-nerved. 

jint. Yet try her -I conjure thee. 

£um. Is there a talk Eumenes would refufe 
At thy defire ? I will return with fpeed. 
And bear her anfwer. [^Exit. 

Ant. Tender-natured man ! 

I for thy fake retra^ the rafh opinion 
Which I had well nigh form'd, and think there 

may be 
Some honefty remaining in a court. 

Mar. Willflieadmitusthink'ftthou? — Hark! becomes! 
Was ihe e'er moved by melting pity \ — Hark ! 
I marvel at his ftay. — Oh ! for a tongue 
Of moft perfuafive eloquence, to move 
As mufic didof old, the rocks and trees, 

Obedient 
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Obedient to the magic {train ! — I fear 

All will be friidnte. — Hgw I dread this interview* 

Not yet ! not yet ! — She will not furely fee us. 

Oh 1 fhe is flem, and not to be intreated. 

I had methought conn'd in my mind a lefTon ; 

But it is Sown — quite loft — confufion rcigps. 

Poor Junius ! — oh ! thy mother's heart, my boy, 

Is torn afunder. — Generous Eumenes ! 

Enter EuMENf s. 

Will ihe admit us? How did (he receive thee? 
What faid file I Did ftie frown upon thy meflage i 

Eum. Mod noble, and revered ! too ralh was I. 
Propitious is the hour. To Theodora 
I profFer'd your petition ; flic, with calmnefs. 
By the foft motion of a gentle fmile 
Only difturb'd, bade me to introduce you. 

Ant. Supporter of the weak? whofe words revive' 
The drooping heart of forrow, be our guide ! 
Should'!! thou be e'er unhappy, may'll thou find 
A friend congenial with thyfejf, to pity. 
And lend thee fuccour ! Rather may'ft thou ne'er 
Need his alliltance ! O ye gods fliower dovk'n. 
Shower down your choicefl bleflings from abovc^ 
And crown his days with happitiefs and peace ! 
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Th BO DORA (ohm.) 

The cclipfc is paTs'd ; and our imperial light 

May Ihine at length unrivall'd. Heaven is £uft. 

And pride laid low afibnls a fpedacic, 

On which the greatnefs it before infulted 

Can look well pleaTcd : e'eo if religion join'd not 

To give her plaudit to the final ruin 

Of hated pagan foes. — They bore the fway — 

Juftiniin and myfelf were but as tt^s, 

Or fecondary advent it ious ornanimts 

To grace their diadem ; the homagers, 

And ihadows of their power; thefubftancetheir's. 

And do they claim my pity ! Il is well. 

ERler EuMENES, Flavia, G?c. 

Eum. Mod gracious emprefs ! Belirariu5' wife, 

His daughter, and the fon of youthfiil Phorbas. 

Theo, Leave us; this tender interview requires 

No prying eye. [^Exil. Eumenes. 

Moft welcome! nay bdieve me, 
That thus as fuppHcants you come before us 
Our heart feels no difpleafure. 

Ant. O Theodora! proftrate at thy feet \Tkey kneel. 
See that ill-fated wretch, who heretofore 
Was honour'd with that deareft name, thy friend! 
Thee. 
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7%£0. Nay ri&.7-Our friend, and tiaOiuQtioat dsugbter 
Of our renowned General at our feet I 
It Ihall not be. 

Mar. Bent lowly to the earth 

By dire calamity, we rife no nwre, 
Unlefs thou ftretch thy hand benignant fonh* 
Andraife us up to lif?. 

Theo. Name yfaor requeft. 

Anl. And need I name it ? Think O Theodora 

What pangs we feel. Thefather and the hufbandjj 
Loyal and innocent, dnigg'd from our arras 
By their relentlefs foe; in chains; inunured 
Within yon hateful walk, the traitor's ntnlion. 

bleeding fame ! O agony intolerable! 

Of which ne'er may the fainteft portion touch 
Thy royal bofom ! 
Theo. Wherefore kneel to rae ? 

1 am no deity. — Mifiaken worlhippers ! 

Go, offer up your prayers to thund'ring Baal ; 
To pale Aftarte ! or your houAold gods. 
Where are your crouds of fiaves ? your iiobes.of 

ftate f 
This garb of mourning ! Doth this fuit an etnprefs i 
Her, who afpircd to Theodora's ftation ? 
Named you my former friendlhjp ? This your 

Long time has canceU'd. Now the crime, the 
guilt 

Of 
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Of thofe you plead for, fink you to a depA 
Which mercy's peering eye in vain would fathom, 
lExit. 

M ABCELLA (fiarting up.) 

Falfe woman \ guilt ! thine is the curfe, the (lain 
Of fpotted infamy. — ^Hah ! Antonina ! 
And are wj here ! aud have we knelt before her I 
Guilt ! guilt ! — Oh ! wherefore didft thpu bring 

us hither! 
My heart ! my head !— Hafte ! let us hence with 

fpeed. 
Here ferpcnts dwell, ingratitude, deceit. 
And every odious monfter, — Let us hence. 
Ait\. Ceafe my Marcelta ! dearell boy! weep not. 
Mar, And what is her religion! cruelty. 

Proud top, fhe cail'd us— But I now am calm ; 

This undeferved treatment hurts me not. 

Yet am I proud ; proud of my innocence j 

Of thee my Junius, of thy father proud. 

But pomp, and grandeur, wealth, and glittering 

toys, 
Never for their intrinfic merit prized, 
Now vanilh into nothing. — Riches court 
- The hand of fools — the bafe may rife to power. 
The humble and the innocent are here, 
O'erwhelm'd with mifery, — Away! Away! 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE ni. APri/on. 
Belisarius, Phorbas> (id chains.) 

Bel. Deluded Prince ! 

Oh! iU-condition'd {late of empire ! gin 
By inteiell and deceit, a conftant cloud 
The i^al throne envelops. At a diftance 
Stands' truth, and weeps. Aa ^e, like lightning 

keen. 
And as the fun, commaoding, is required 
To pierce through, or difperfc the incircling 

gloom, 
And fee the lovely mourner in her tears. 

Fhor. How are we fallen \ the virid leaves of hope 
Sear'd in their prime ! O days of blifs o'erpaft ! 
Which now but deeper tent the wounds of anguifh ] 

tel. Shall we of courage at a diflance boaft ? 

And when become the inmates with tnisfbrtune, 

Caft back a widf ul look to happioefs ! 

Shrinking beneath the rigorous embrace 

Of our too (Icrn companion ? — Confclous virtue 

Irradiating the chofen mind, forbids it 

To fliare the common fate. 

fhor. Nor do I faint. 

Nor fball thy Ton, my father, from Ay fide 
In this feverell conBiA backward turn 

' His 
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His coward ftep. — ^Yet while refentment bums, 
I cannot but invoke revenge, and hurl 
Pernicious curfes on the heads of thofe 
Who caufed our ruin. 

Bel. Will they aught avail i 

Sprung from the impetuous ardour of thy youth. 
Will they e'er reach their bofMns? Tho I plead 

not 
For brutal apathy, yet patience gives 
A nobler triumph, in her awfiil filence 
Far more exprelTive, than the tumid look, 
And boiftrous words of anger.— ^urfc them not. 

Pior. Perfe£Uon is not mine. 

Met. . Not mine, nor any man's. 

Yet, what a glorious aim ! feeing the fane 
On yonder towering eminence, to labour 
Up the roDg^ pafTage, till we gain the height 
Allotted to humanity! — The mind 
Of bufy malice haflens on our fate ; 
'Tis her's foirrcr to be bafe and treacherous ; 
But our's the few fhort moments which remain. 
To ftudy how with dignity to live. 
With dignity to die. 

Fior. Again I rife. 

Again my father I emerge, and (hake 
Defpondence from me. — Hark ! the janing door I 
And focAfleps which the echoing vault rebounds! 
Let the daric murtherer enter— we're prepared. 

Enter 
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£nter Eumbnes, dm;^ Guards. 

Earn. Ungrateful are my tidings. 

Be/. Speak them boldly. 

Earn. I come, alas ! to bear thy Ton from hence 

To Ipccdy execution. , 
Bel. Him alone 1 

Eum. Such are my orders. 
Be/. Lead the viflim forth 1 

Never was foul more fpotlefs offer'd up 
To the pure gods ; fit facrifice for heaven, 
Pkor, Behold that betl, that bravefl of mankind \ 
He taught me how to live, and, harder talk, 
Hath tanght me how to die. 
Bel* Let me embrace thee. 

I could have wifh'd thee Qain in glorious battle, ^ . 
Slain for thy country. — But to fall unjiiftly Jiv 
Is no mean fate. Thank heaven thou dofl' not 

merit 
The ftroke of death. Thefe tears which bathe 

my cheek 
Would then have fpning from a lefs noble motive* 
For thy polluted honour. Thefe are nature's. 
Which cannot part unmoved from what it loves. 
Evm, Would I could lengthen out his date of life 

Till nature brake ^ Teal ! But f^te withflands ; 
Nor will Juftinian's orders brook delay. 
Pkor. O BelifariuE ! Ikould relcntlefs malice> 

Afiiud to tovcb thy facred head, Hop fliort 

Oo In . 
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In it's mid courfe ; let thy Marcella know 
My dying thoughts were fix'd on her — My fon t 

fate ! — But hence vain murmurs ! — This em- 

brace — 
Receive my gratitude, afie£tion, duty. 
May the jull gods thro this dark maze of care 
Lead forth thy fleps ! — Cherifli my memory ! ■ 
To thee, and to the virtuous I bequeath it. 
Farewell I I go where coward fraud prepares 
No fubtle web, nor violence its chains. 
Perhaps to mix with heroes ^ where at leaft 
The plagues of this infefted world exifl not, 
Self-blinded folly, and wide-walling vice. 

f^Exeuni. 
Bel. Dear youth ! thy blood alone can ne'er afTuag? 
The thiift of hot revenge. — Haplefs old man .' 

1 Ihould have gone before him — o'er my aflies 
He Ihould have dropp'd the filial tear. — Ajone ! 
Yet not without refource ; while ftill within 
The voice qf confcience foothes opprefliv^ .grief. 

IBxit. 

SCENE IV. The Hou/i o/BeUfarius. 
Antonina, Makcblla, Junius. 

An(. What can detain the lingering ftep of Caius ? 

He cannot too befalfc. 
Mar. Oh ! Antonina ! 

Horror and death and treachery are arouivt us ; 
Life 
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Life is a whirlpool of perfidious wickedneTs, 

We, the light flraws that float upon the iivcr> 

Are foon ingulph'd and loft amid it's waves. 

For me, I wait my difTolution calmly ; 

The death of Phorbas is my fated fignal-— 

My Junius too muft periOi — O my fon 

The barbarous wretch who triumphs o'cr thy 
father. 

Will flay thee too. 
Jttn. You ftiall protcft me. 

iAar. None 

But tygers, or the pard, would injure thee. 

But men are brutal, and humanity 

Dwells in the howling wildernefs, — ^My comfort! 

E'en in the depth of my afilidtion ! Image 

Of thy dear father, come into my arms ! 
Ant. Who enters there \ 
^ar. It is the faithful Caius. 

Hah ! if thy face be index to thy foul, 

Some dreadful news thou bear'ft. 
Caius, Forgive me both ! 

Much-injured, honour'd women ! I am deftined 

The oracle of ill. 
Ant. Say what ? — 

Mar. Are they alive f or — 
Caius. Belifarius lives. 

But Phorbas is no more. — ^As in my turn 
Of guard, I waited on the emperor's perfon, 
Narbal bein^prefent, with an bafty^ 

O o 2 Eumcnes 
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Eumencsentei'd; fee, he cried, the fword 
.Which duty brings, ftain'd with the blood of 
Fhorbas I 

So ever fall thy enemies ! — Juftinian. 

Thank'd him, and they retired. 
Aiti, Will not the earth 

Ope wide, and fwallow them up quick ! Ye 
heavens ! 

Is jullicc then with you an empty natncl 

That they yet live, and taint the vital air 

With their pernicious crimes! — Marcella! Hah! 

Her arms are rigid ; and her eyes n^ wild. 

My daughter ! heaven forefeitd ? — accurfedtraitors 1 
Mar, Come near my fon ; come aaa ; tread foftly tho. 

Thy father lies here on the couch <^ death, 
yun. Why look you thus? whygrafpmyhondlbhaid? 
Ant. O my dear daughter ! what doft thou behold } 

Thy eye is riveted on viewlefa fpace. 

Alas! the heeds me not.— This did! feu. 

She ne'er before tailed afHi&ioiis cup. 

And now drinks deep indeed. 
Mar. Hark! Hark! Helpeaks. 

His face is pale ; but liflefi, tiftefi, liften. 

Wilt not titend to him ? — See where he fits ! 

And hear him while he ^ealrai I could methadu 

Give ear forever to his honey'd founds. 

Liflcn my fon — He'll teach thee to be good — 

To drive away deceit— to boar a Ifbul 

Whkjt may be fead» » the pnie fiteam is feen 

Thr» 
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Thro the pellucid ice. — I'U fit me down 
And rtA, I have watch'd long. 
Ant, O friend I in us thou fec'ft the vanity Cto CnW. 
Of human things. Where's BeKfarius now ( 
For thirty years the empire's fuieft bulwark ? 
Preferver of the univerfal ftate ? 
Where is he now ? in chains, in a dark dungeon. 
What is his wife f a wretch who fcarcely lives. 
His daugjitcr S run dUlraSed. His brave fon-in- 

lawf 
Murder'd. The comfort of his age } the boy 
Of his fond foul ? — Oh ! my good friettd I thefe 

thoughts 
Cannot be borne ; fiercely they good the atind^ 
And Ihatter every faculty. — Good Caius, 
Take> lead him forth. — Poor child ! thy fate is 

worft. 
Thou haft mod years to run in ihis'bftd world. 

[^Exit Caias with Junius. 
My daughter ! 
Mmr, Stand afido — come not between us — 

The fun is let — cold bknvs the evening air. 
Away ye horrid fpedres ! Are ye gone ? 
"Tis well-F-'tis weU. Haii 1 they are hue again. 
'TIS Narba), and Eumencs. — Save me! lavaoief 
They wave their fwords in triuai^.— Where is 

my lord i 
Where have ye laid hia ?— O thou Moody corfe 1 
(ftUing on the ground.) 
Do 
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Do I embrace thee ? — ^No— ye (hall not part us. 
Ant. Marcella ! calm t oh ! caJm this extacy ! 
Mar. Tis the old tyrant all this -whUc—^^ringing u^J 
What would ye ? 
Let go your hold; what, three to murther mc! 
What have I done ? — Oh t art thou come my hero ? 
Phoibas fhall guard me gainft you all. — Strike on 
My gallant warrior ! there they fall ! they fall ! 
Spare him! no — kilt him thoJiegrafp thy knees. — ■ 
Plead'ft thou thy hoary hair old emperor ! 
The hair of Belifarius too was white 
As the finc-fiftcd fnow.— Kill Narbal firft— . 
O traitor d<^! triumph! andviftory! 
Oh! well didil thou acquitthee — letmeftnunthee 
With dole embrace to my applauding heart. — 
Who hath done this f who hath removed the 

bodies? 
My Ixird ! my Lord ! nay, wherefore doA thou 

Ihun me f 
What folly's this ? nay, I Ihall overtake you. 

Crunning out, Pkorbas meets her.) 
Hahf who art thou? and whence^ 
Pkor. Gods I is it thus f 

Maicella ! Lo ! thjr i^horbas ! 
Aai. Can it be? 

MyOerious providence ! my fon! — bdiold 
The poor Marcella! — ^Joy and grief will urge 
Me too to frenzy. — O my fon ! my fon! 
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How didft thou? — Yet I afknot — unto her 

Be all thy care direded now. 
P&or, O agony ! 

Whatdoftthou hear? Whydoftthoudart thine eye 

Swift thro the vaulted Tpace of yonder heaven^ 
Jl/rflr. Mufic! fweet muficI.Hift! 'tis here — 'tis gone. 

'Twas joy pafs'd by upon a Fapid fun-beam! 

A Love belbides each dancing mote — they hafle 

To Theodora— rhave you heard the news ? 

The good Juftinian Heeps in earth, and N^Hjal 

Is now the jolly bridegroom. 
Pkor. O ye powers ! 

Here look with pity ! view your fweetcft work ! 

Rcilore! reftore!— .- 
Mar. Silence ! Revenge hath pierced 

Her heart— rthe fliaft fticks deep — defpair 

Hath thrown his cold and frolly anns about her. 

See! madnefs raving, clanks his iron chains. 

And beckons her to yon high mountain top! 

She falls — down — down — it was a defperate leap. 
PAor. Heart-rending fighl! my trembling knees would 
link 

Did not the thoughts of vengeance yet fupport me. 

Oh! I will let it loofe. — tThou deareft woman! 

Look on me! — Now yegufbingdreamspoui down 1 

Empty your fountains! tor I would within 

Keep nought but fire. 
M^r, Why weep you! have you Igll 

A darling htjlband you? and you a wife! 

OhI 
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Oh ! I could tell you fuch a tale of woe— 
But I can bear misfottuncs manfully. 
Yet weep — weep — for my eyes lefufe their office. 
IHfavcyourtears, and pour them o'a" his tomb— 
For he was worthy' — — 

Pkffr. - Oh! no more, no more. 

Left I take root e'en here ; or turn to fione 
^ thy all-potent magic petrified. 
ViewmeMarcella! Know'ft thou not thy hufbandf 
I am thy Phorbas. 

Mar. Oh! -I know thee well.— 

Thou art the ghoft-of Phoibas — do not weep — 
I foon will come to thee. — Hift^ I will tell thee 
What thou know'ft not ; grimdeath is overwearied. 
And NatW hired, his place fupplies — the gods 
Look down with fear, and treinMe in their heaven. 
■Would I could weep! my eyes anlcorch'danddry. 
And not a fingle little drop will flow 
At my defire. — ^But art thou be indeed! 
Art thou my Phorbas! As I am ^ve 
Thou Ihouldft be he ; none of the fons of men 
But he, e'er wore that look humane,' or beam'4 
FcHth from his eyes the foul-bewitcJiing ray 
Of mild companion — Oh ! my head is ^ddy. 
I prate I know not what. — Is my boy dead ? 
Poor litde Junius dcad> that thou thus wee^'fl ? 
. I'm all in error Phorbas — tell me, tdl me. 
Is my boy dead ? — My flatting tears now flow. 

And 
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And I will iTied them o'er his grave forever, 

Like ill-ftarr'd Niobe. 
Pkor. Weep on — weep on. 

Oh ! blefled be the dawn of opening reafon ! 

He lives Marcella ; I am he indeed ; 

Thy ever-loving hufband. 
Mar. So thou art. — 

But did Eumenes' fword pierce deep t The wound 

Was dcfperate. — Who was thy kind furgeon ? who ? 

Oh ! let me know, and I will follow him 

A thoufand miles on my bare knees to thank hiin. 

My mother ! — Oh 1 but Junius then is ilain— 

The ion, and not the &ther.— Bloody Narbal I 

Could nought fuflice thee but the infant's death ? 

A mother't curfe upon thee ! — Fly ! fly I fly ! 

Narbal and death llilJ dog us at the heels. 

What ! linger you I 
Phor, All will be marr'd again.-- 

Support her Antonina \ lead her in. 

Thou fhalt b^old thy Ton Matcella ; he 

Is well, and wilhes to embrace diee. 
Mar. Nay, 

Deceive me not I pray you. I am a woman^ 

And very credulous Weak~we»k too — thank 

you, 

I have fupported you e'cmow my mother. 

And will whene'er you need. [Exeunt. 



PP 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. Be/ore tkt Hou/e of BtLisAViivs. 

Caius. Aiis ! what miferics involve the houfe 
Of Betiratius ! Like a towering oak 
Which many a year had braved the Aomu of 

heaven, 
Yet rooted deep, magnificent in age, 
He Hood but ycfierday ; to day an eaf thquake 
Hath loofed his roots, he falls, and with him falls 
The ivy, and the vine with tender foliage 
Curling around him. {EnUr Phorbas.) 

Gracious powers ! 'tis he ! 
It muft, it is reality. — Oh! fay — 
Alive! at liberty ! — By what rare accident? — 

Pior. My time is precious. — Know that to Eumenes 
Was given the mandate for my execution 
In darkefl privacy. — I ftood prepared. 
When he with voice indignant fired the guards, 
Who urged me to efcape. One only murmured, 
A wretch long ufed to Narbal's cruel deeds, 
A {tern aflalfin. Him the fword difpatched. 
And by the poftem door I fought thefe walls. 

diiij. Which my unguarded zeal hadreach'd before thee. 

Phor. Blame not thyfelf. It was the zeal of fricndfhip. 
Caius. 
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Caius.Too rough, and blunt my fpeech. Ah! how 
Eumenes, 

Could I believe 

P&ar. No more.— Attend! I mean 

Tho to his Emprefs' arms he fly for (heker. 
There to purfue, and facrifice this Narbal. 
Go thou with winged hatVe to old Nicanor, 
Bid him with utmoft fpecd direct the veterans 
By different avenues to gain the forum ; 
There will I meet and head the facred band. 
Caiuj.Myfpeedisneedlefs. — Lo! the warrior comes.' 

Enter NlCANOR. 

Nic. Why loiters Phorbas in thefe paths of danger i 
Before Eumenes' tnifty melTenger 
Difclofed thy fate ; my mind, as if with his 
Holding free intercourfe, had all things ripe 
For fome great, glorious a£lion. 

Phor. How confent 

Time and occafion with thy generous purpofe ? 

Nic. Already difcontent with murmuring found 

Hath pafs'd thro all our ftreets, and now the voice 
Of bolder indignation rifes high. 
The people gather all in groupes and clufters 
Haranguing one another ; tho their clamours 
Are iniermix'd, and all among them fpeakcrs, 
They aim at one fole end, to Itorqi the palace, 
And rcfcue thence the hero they adore. 
My veterans all are ready, at a moment 

Pp 2 Wc 
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We join their bands, and give to tumult, order. 
Thy freedom is the beft, moft profperous omen, 
Infuring our fuccefs. Thy youthful preJence 
Will make us who already are prepared, 
And dreadful to our foes, invincible. 

Pkor. O noble friend! and wonhjr higheft praife! 
How I revere thy^ venerable age! 
Then Be!ifariu$ (hall again behold 
The alUchearing fun, and vindicate his anions 
In its meridian fpleiulour. 

Nu. Shall he not? 

Yes ; or thefe hairs of dry antiquity 
Shall be trod low beneath the reveler's foot i 
And courtly fycophants with filken fmilcs 
Shall mock thefe wjther'd Hmbs. — O fon of hidi. 
Whom I thefe thirty years have call'd my friend, 
Whofe nevi'-ftrung arm I faw like li^tning blaft 
The Huns' fierce vqn I Hafte ! lead us, lead us on ! 
The Hep of age fliall follow fwift behind, 
And in this caufe of jullicc, more than emulate 
Thy youthful ardour. 

pker. Where are polled now 

The reverend fons of war ? 

Nic. All in their arms ; 

Received in friendly houfes in the forum. 
They wait the trumpets' found to call them forth. 
Their heads are hoary, but their valiant hearts 
Shall ui^e them on to raife a dreadful ftotm, 
Like winter, when compelling all the winds 

He 
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He rolls in wreathes the fleecy thow before him. 

And defolates the fields. 
Phor. Tbou brave t^ nun I 

Thy fplrit roufes mine to rapturous daring I 

Hafte t call them forth I march down the opot 
fpace 

By yonder temple ; there I mean to jom them. 

I, in difguife, flialt to the virtuovs prielt. 

Who is my frimd. 
I>/ic. I go. The word is juftice. 

And the thrice-bonour'd name of Bdifarius. 

[£*iV. 
Ph^.Thou Caius to the palace ; be it thine 

To a£t as thy own reafon diftates there. 

Be mindful ever of Eumertcs' orders. 

We have our friends amid the guards, Thctimc 

Requires all fpced. — ^Thy aiding eye inquires 

For thofe within. Marcella is recover'd. 

I left her wrapp'd in fweetefl fleep. Farewell. 

She too may need thy aid. 
Caius. May heaven proted thee I 

And crewn thy head with viflory and gloiy ! 

[£«'/ Caius. 
f Aor.O wengeancc! whether by the fide of Jove 

Thou fitt'ft, intently gazing on his face. 

Watching his frown, to fnatch the fiery bolt 

From the craok'd beak of his imperial bird ! 

Whether thou rideft along the fultry Iky, 

While pe(lil«tce and famine yoked, dnw on 

Thy 
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Thy livid car, and death with eager joy 
Hailes clofe behind ! Whether amid the ranks 
Of homicidal Mars, thy two-edged fword 
Thou furfeiteft with flaughter '. to my aid 
Be near dread goddefs ! In a caufe more juft 
Ne'er did thy breath infpire the human foul. 
Beneath thy tutelary care I move. 
Fill all my breall ! with more than mortal vigour 
Brace up each linew ! that from this day's a^ons 
Guilt and fuccefsful villainy may tremble 
Mid the bright blaze of their profperity I 



SCENE JI. An Aparimnl in the Palace. 

Nar. Rife they in arms ! the fhallow populace ; 
Or is it but fome vain and idle rumours ? 
Or ralh and ill-concerted fcheme of weak 
And defperate villains, quell'd as foon as plann'd r 
Yet wherefore then thefe terrors ! Such commo- 
tions 
Fann'd to a flame, have oft whole dates confumed. 
And laid flrong-built authority in afhes. 

Enter Decius. 

What of thefe tidings i 
Dec. Ruin and defpair. — 

Thio every ftreet fedition pours amain 
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In tonent ftreams. The name of Belifarius 
Afts as 3 potent charm to ftir men up 
To boldeft a£ls of trcafon. 

ifar. Head the guards ! 

And join to them thy forces from the fuburbs. 
Go in thy llrcngth, and e'er it gains a leader, 
Cnith the abortive mutiny. 

Dec. No ftonn 

Of common violence impends; I Taw 
Nicanor and his veterans thro the forum 
Slowly proceed ; upon their faces ftt 
Dire rage and intrepidity. 

NaT. Away ! 

Colleil thy troops. 

Dec. They are already polled 

Before the palace gate. The guards are doubled. 

Nar. Confufion ! doth Nicanor head the crew f 

And guide their frenzy ? — Yet e'er they advance, 
Flyl hither bring Marcella ! Times (ike thefe 
Uncommon deeds demand : Lead to the prifon 
Junius and Antonina — Pity bids us. 
That they may fee, and comfort in his fuSi^ngS 
Him whom we labour to reftore to freedom. 
Of this be mindful.— Hoftages like thefe 
Are guards and armies. — T^ Marcella's ear 
We Ihall our a&ions vindicate. The blame 
Is all Juftinian's. — ^We advifed to fpare 
The life of Phorbas. 

Dec. \ obey thy orders. 

Mir. 
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Nar. Yetflajr Mucella is eodow'd with beauty, 

Might ftcal an hermit from his folitude. 
And make him mii^ with the world again. 

Dec. She is moft lovely. 

NaT. Beauty fways not me. 

Atoytopleale li^t miode, inereglittcringtinfet. 
But by hci hufhand's death— 

Dec, I fee thy purpofe. 

And was fhe not with hatred and refentment 
Againft thee bent— BeGdei her grief ia young, 
And now ufurpa dominion o'er her iaai. 
For much (he loved. — 

Uar. She loved ambition, fame, 

Greatncfs and pageant ftate. So do they all : 
The reid object* which the fex admire \ 
Thefe, when enforced by flattery are refiHlefs. 
Mucli did flw lovs ; but who pretends to guefs 
How far the foul <^ woman may be moved; 
By nature form'd in her fantafiic mood. 
They veer for ever, and are often won 
To what is deem'd impoBiblc— With fpeed 
Condua her hither. [£«' Decius. 

Aar. Now to fcarch her heart. 

Can I not raife her to the height of power ? 
Can I not fwear ? nnTwear ? reftore her father 
Towifti'dfor freedom? to his wealth and honours? 
Boaft with what zeal I ftrove to fave her Phorbas ? 
AQ. as the guardian gemas of her (f» ? 
Dcfpcrate thrir ftate and nrinc.— By this alliance 
Both 
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Both are fecured beyond the ftroke of fate. 

Thou with thy oily tongue, Hypocrify, . 
Aflift my purpofe ! In my eyes light up 
Thy honeft-feeming taper ! O'er my face 
Spread be thy tints, wd]-taught to emulate 
The hue of virtue ! On thy downy wings 
Let me indnuate my winding courfe ! 
Glide through each obftacle ! and reft at length 
On the fair fwclling bofom of fuccefs ! 

lExit. 

SCENE III. The Houfc of Bdifanus. 
Marcella, Antonina. 

Mar, My Phorbas fafe ; of his dear life aflured ; 
I rife fuperior to each human ill. 
And all my foul with fortitude infpired, - 
Contemns malicious fate ; and prompts to deeds 
Tranfcending my weak fex. Defpair is pafs'd. 
I feel new hopes, and every thought looks forward 
To brighter days, to more aufpicious times. 

Ant. Did I not tell thee thoufands would arife> 
Armies confpire, to aid in his diftrefs 
Thy godlike father ? and avenge injuftice f 

EnUT Decius. 

Mar. Why enters Decius with unbidden ftep 
Thefe haltow'd walls \ 

Q_q Htc. 
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DiCi No enemy I come. 

Or ^ret fjy. I* heretofore I err'd> 
If my ra(h tongne offended, let lepentance 
Atone the fault ; and by my future deeds 
Judge my fincerc refpefl.- 

Mar. _Hath fear then f^z'd ^ee } 

Art thou a^m'd ? Doth Narbal's bafe heart 

tremble i 
is it to deprecate revenge thou comefi ? < 
No ; let it take its courfe. The people's voice. 
Like that of Tome divinity, calls loud 
For punifhment upon his head and thine. 

Sec. With temper hear me. Not impell'd by terror. 
But to uplift the l^kn, conl*^ affli<5lion. 
Am I by Narbal fent. Fenced round by arms. 
And Itrongly guarded by imperial power. 
What can the giddy multitude againft us ? 
For thee Marcelia, Narbal is alarm 'd ; 
For thee he feels, and for thy widow'd llatc- 
Guiltlefs of Phorbas' death, he only begs 
, To undeceive thee, and with friendly heart 
Take thee to Tils proteiflion. 

Mar. Undeceive me ! 

No ; never will I meet his hateful .prefence. 

Dec. Then mull I gently force thee to the p^ce. 
Thee Antonina, h£ m kindnefs fufFers 
To vifit Belifarius in his prifon. 
Go, with the 4«tder JuniuE^— Let (hy Miigue 
With foothing accents dwcr the %tro't fmil ; 

And 
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And elevate with hopes of fpeedy freedom, 
• So he exert his inflHence to difpcrfe 
The irrhated multitude, and order 
Nicanor and his veterans to retreat. 

yint. Shall I dcftroy our only means of fafety ? 

Mar. Oh! never may thy tongue belie thy heart! 
Or a breath ifTue from thy lips to check 
The furging billows which (haH overwhelm 
Deceit and cruelty ! — Lead to the pakce. 
Thou fervile minifter of him who fent thee. 
I to this odious interview. While thee 

(to Antonina.) 
A fad, hut not ungrateful talk avraits. 
TeR Belifkrius that his daughter drives 
To follow with unequal pace his footfteps. 
Reafon again may (brink beneath affiiflion j 
But while my mind it's facred dilates hears. 
Misfortune's iron hand, howe'er oppreflive. 
Shall nought avail to turn it from it's courfe 
Toward honour's dome, and the pure Ihrine of 
virtue. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. m Palace. 

Eum. The prefent is an awful dubious hour, 

Of dread fufpenfe, and pregnant with the fate 
Of deeds myfterious. May no envious chance 
Render their birth abortive ! — Still I move 
With unfufpefted feet.— O Belifarius 
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I dared not e'en to thee intruft the fecret 

Of Phorbas' fafety ; dare not truft thy own. , 

Heroic mind ! whofe virtue will not fwerve 

From its exalted courfe ! In profperous hour. 

Or in adverfe, mofl (ingularly great. 

He follows his fublimer plan of condudl ; 

And walks, in thefe degenerate days, alone ; 

A bright example to the inferior kind 

What man fliould be ; a creature nobly-form'd. 

Of fpotlcfs elements, and half divine. 

But fcrupulous exadtnefs doth not fuit 

This vile, bafe Kra ; this adulterous age 

Admits not purity unmixt, unftain'd. 

In feafonsrank like thefe, what elfewere vice, 

Js become virtue Mutiny, rebellion . 

Caft off their odious veftments, and aredrefs'd 

III robes of comelinefs, and real grace. 

Enter Caius. 

What means this paUied hue r this face of horror ? 
Caius.O\\\ I have feen, what, like Medufa's locks 

Might rivet me immoveable to earth. 

When will the hand of perfecuuon ceafe ? 

The meafurc of calamity be full > 
Eum. What haft thou feen ? 
Caius. Alas ! with rancour fwoUeii, 

This low-foui'd caitiff, his deftrudive fnares 

Spreads not for men alone, the weaker fex, 

Thehaplcfs infant, his fell rage purfues. 

The 
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The aged dignity of Antontna 

I faw by Decius to the prifoa borne, 

With the young hope of Phorbas j while Marcella 

With looks of woe, thro' which (hot orient beauty. 

And confcious greatnefs, and infulted worth, 

By Narbal met, was led to his apartment. 

Eum.-'Whzt wills the moniler? withwhat new defigns 
Teems his prolific brain ? He thinks perchance 
By thefe loved objefls to avert the blow. 
And fliun the' people's fury. 

CaiuS' Rather fay ' 

As.the fierce panther tears the harmlefs flock, 
Thefe are the fated vidims of his malice. 
And favage cruelty. 

Bum. Where flept our caution ? 

Why did we plant not an encircling band 
Arovnd their facred walls ? Why did not Phorbas 
Remove them from the threatening arm of dangej: ? 
Not leave them thus defencelefs to their foe? 

Caius.OccaCion hath not fmiled upon our purpose. 
JJeither could Phorbas ward the fudden Uow> 
Scarce fafe himfelf, and in difguife compcll'd 
To join Nicanor. 

£um. Let us watch with care 

The ftep of opportunity. — He comes 
To cruih opprefiion, and revenge his wrongs.— 
Still found the guards ; and with our chofen number 
Seize we the lucky inflant to forfake 
The daftaid Haves who fanAify injuAice. 

Should 
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Should PhortKU fail, Ihould Bdifarius perifh, 
Bettci widi them to die, i^n mid a crew 
Of tsunted liters catch the dire difeafe, 
Aod lii^er on a hateful life with them. [Exeunt. 



SCENE V. An Apartment in lie Palace. 
Narbal, Makceli^. 

Nar. Let not the frown of fcorn ufurp that brow. 
The feat of mitd c«nplacence \ in thefe eyea 
Let Dot pernicioua anger light his fires, 
On me they oa^t with gentler beams to Ihinc. 

Mar. On thee I O patience heaven \ 

Ifar, On me Marcella, 

Who eager drove with inel^^ual zeal 
To favc thy Phorbas. My advice was mercy. 

Mar. Doft thou blafphenw with thy unhaHow'd tongue, 
Prophane and impious, the fwcet name of mercy ! 
Coeval daughter of the etcnsil mind ! 
With whom, and Themis Otting far apart 
Almi^ity Jove holds convwfe ? 

Nar. Ceafe this {train. 

This idle ihapfody of words, nor foar 
Upon enthuliaft wing too high a pitch. 
Why (bould Marcella mingle with the flars^ 
When, on this earth, unlefs perverfenefs blaft 
Their vernal prime, the Iktwers of foft delist 
May at her bidding fpring, and gayly bloom ? 

Mar. 
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Mar. To what bafe purpofe, is the gall within. 
Converted on that traitor tongue to balm? 

Nar. Hard taflc is mioe ; to combat with averfioo. 
And from thy breaft diat pfejudice remove 
Which bUnds thy better fight.— Bjr wfaac pcifua- 
fion 

lovetieft of thy foe, Ihall I convince the* 
With what wann aidour, even of afiedion 

1 flxuggled to preferve Ul-faled Fhoitas i 
To Theodora, to JuSinian's raflincf j 
Impute his death. — ^Within my tortuMd foul 
Pity, re^jcfl, and admintMti joia'd. 

Felt for his fufferings ; it now Uecds itx thine. 
Mar. May I beliere Ihee ? Wort thou thus hucnaie } 
Nar. Witncfs O htdy truth ! O facred pity 

^eak in theTe tean which recoUediaa pours 

At his loved name. 
Mxr. Then haye I wroog'd thoe much. 

Thou wert his fiicnd 1 
Afar. i was. 

Mar, And now iut mine } 

Nar.. Cannot MarceHa find a Ibfter tune i 

If tendereft love — 
Mar. Hah!— 

Nar. T«Kl»eA, tiueftlov^— 

Mar. Trattor, no more — ^Ah-cady have my «« 

Too long with criminal attentton be»d 

The odious foimds«f ttutdeteded Mngoe. 

Nttr. 
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Nar, Tho beyond life itfelf thy charms I prize; 
Ytt not to gucfs Marcelta's lofty foul 
Towering above the rank of womankind 
Would flirink, fufpefting art, beneath the words 
Which ftrikc the meaner of her fex, was weaknefs. 
Hear then the lan^age of unvarnilh'd fenfe. 
Of plain unerring reafon. 

Mar. What preceded. 

Was oppofitc to thefe .' 

JVar. The true conflrudlion 

Is, that my love, impatient of controu), 
O'erpafs'd my argument. — Marcclla (lands 
By the warm pallion unalTailable, 
Hard of accefs, nor eafy to be won ; 
Or, tho dillimulation I abhor. 
Still thinks mcfalfe. — Now reafon fpeaks to reafon. 

Mar. The ways of heaven are juft, tho deep conceal'd 
From mortal fjght- Etfe, O ye living powers ! 
Might I complain, and afk for what offence. 
What unknown crime, I thus am doom'd to liftew 
To words which fliock each feeling of my foul. 

fiar. Yet hear me ; nay, and hear me with attention. 
Thou tread'll the dark and gloomy path of danger. 
Which leads to fliame, to mifery, and death. 
Pride, anger, and pundilious nicety 
Impel] thy ftcps. — While riches, honour, power 
Call thee to Ihare with them their envied tlate. 
And rule his willing heart, who rules an empire. 

Mar. How long I bow long mud I fubmit! — 

Har 
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Nar. The fate 

or all thy tbul h<^ds dear on thee depends. 
Doft thou not wifh the freedom of thy fattier ? 
To fee him IhiniBg with redoubled Kiftre 
In the calm eve of life? To view thy fon 
Received and foftcred in the arms of greatnefs? 
Till he arrive at that exdted ftation 
Which bounds the daring journey of ambition? 
Thy mind is moved — thou wilt relent MarccUa— 
Thefe humid eyes foretell the melting heart. 

Mar. From many a various fource may tears defcend. 
But fay mine fpring from poignant grief alone. 
Is there not caufe? 

Nar, There is — for thou haft loft 

One, in whom every rare accomplithment. 
As in aflemblagc, met. Faith, virtue, wifdom, 
Courage and generofity confpired 
His charafter to form.— Aecor fed be thofc 
Who toM him Narbal ever was his foe! 
I would have died, I would have died to Cave him. 
But nought my words, my Aippliant knee avail'd, 
Fate fteel'd Juftinian, and I loft a friend — 
A friend hereafter — when cc»tvinc«d he knew 
How to one_ point our kindred bofoms beat, 
And time, the wounds of prejudice had heal'd. 
• But thy affei^ion, and my grief conjoin'd. 
In vain would pcaetiate the realms of deadi, 
And bid the di^eiBbodiod ihade ai&ime 
h's waun and adive fundionf.— ^ Marcella, 
Rr iSay 
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Say then, from whom fliould I feck confolation 

But thee, the Toft afTociate of his foul i 

And who with Ihielding wing fliould thee infold 

From the big tempeft of adverfity. 

Who lead you all to fafety, but his friend I 

SiiKe he is dead— 

Mar. He is not dead, thou murtherer ! ' 

Let thy own coward fears aflift my fpcech 
To drive the ftrong convidlion to thy heait 
And wrap it in defpair. — He is not dead. 
Ye thunders ! dreadful monitors of wrath ! 
Join your terrihc notes ! and loud proclaim 
He is not dead ! Like Jove himfelf he comes 
In clouds portentous, and affembled florms. 
To pour deftrudion on the fons of guilt. 
He lives ! he lives ! to punifli thee he lives! 
Hark.' hark! [Jhouls and alarms] and kt thy 

fpirit Hnk within theel 
Thefe inarticulate founds with one conlent 
All join to teach thy ears this awful truth 
That Phorbas is alive. 

Nar. She rends my foul. 

If Phorbas lives, where (hall I fly for fafety ? 
.Or courage whence atfume, but from defpair ? 

(afide. 
(Shouts, Sc.J Enter Decius. 

Nar. Say, what import thefe fhoiits and dire alarms J 
Dec. My bands are routed ; wild difmay and fear 

Precede the veterans' Heps i here fought Nicanor, 
There 
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There Phorbas urged the raging tide of war. 
While in the hurry of the fight, Eumenes 
And Caius iined the party of the foe 
With a collefted fquadron of the guards. 
As he ruJh'd by, Eumenes cried alotid, 
" Let Narbal know, wheree'erhe hides his head 
" Invain he'll fliunthelight'ningfwordofPhorbas. 
" Tell him, my guardian care procured the wings, 
" With which the youthful hero flew." — ^The gate 
Is mann'd, but with a feeble croud, who feems 
Ready to join the enemy. Thy prefence 
Is needed to invigorate their hearts^ 
And beat the atTailants back. 

Nar. From Atitonina 

That Belifarius may appeafe this tumult. 
What tidings bring'll thou ? 

Dec. She the prifon enter'd, 

Refolved to cherilh, rather than oppofe 
His indignation. Should he ftoop, (he cried, 
Falfely accufed, and with vile fetters loaded. 
By any deed, to guard from juft revenge, 
Malicious enmity ; her tongue Ihould prompt hiiij 
To nobler purpofes, a woman's hand 
Dalh the raifed ftiield afide, 

Nar. What frenzy this! 

Heroic greatnefs I — Blind infatuation. 
Not to perceive that our controul e'en now 
Holds in deftruiSion rein'd. — Go, thou, Marcella, 
For know we deem far other of thy prudence, 

R r 2 Excite 
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Excite thy father's fpeedy interference 
To quell this mutiny. Dilperfethe croud, 
And ye are free as air — Join thy «iideavours j 
Be thou the herald, to the encoiBfufl gxte 
Bear forth his meiTage. 

Mar. Shall we meanl}' bargain 

For freedom { for precarious life? thefword. 
Which now hangs o'er thee by a (Ingle thread. 
Shall we fufpend more firady? ot remove? 
Shall Pitorbafi lifien to amulive taks i 
, Rely on hypocritic promifes ? 
Entangled in thy fatid net again ? 
No ; let the hero execute his will. 
Aid him ye gods! to purge the tainted ftatc. 
Clear the veil'd light of injured majcSy, 
Prove his true friend, and crufli his bofom viper! 

Nar. Hence then all pity ! every foft emotion ! 

Revenge is our's — her work begins this infant. 
We will not fit in calm inadion down. 
If fall we mull, not unaccompanied 
Shall be our ruin.— Perilb Belifarius! 
Perifli his naoM ! his race! — Ungratefiilwoman! 
Am I rewarded thus ! — Hafie Decius^ hence ! 
His eyes — his eyes — Thou know'ft what I would 
fay. {Exit Decius.\ 

Mar, Beyond exun[de barbarous! King of cruelty ! 
Hafa! — but thou canft not — dareft not. 

ASw. ■ Never more 

Sees he the light^-^e'er more bchoUs thy face. 

^Tr>. Unlet 

; '.-^^ 

^^''--^ 
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Unlefs percIuuKe ye meet ag«a in heaven. 

idar. Where thou wilt never come, Thee the puregods 
Referve for vengeance ; thee the Bends below 
Expefl; the reahsEof Tarnmuuid Dia. 
Where thy own guilt with pimilbineiit more fierce 
Than all the infernal furies can uSiEt, 
Shall toiture thee forever, 
ar. Be it lb. 

But know prophetic, andiU^omett'd Sibyl, 
^areleCs of what hereafter m^ betide. 
The prefent hour is mine — -nor think his eyes 
Raofoni his life ; my bitter^ foe fhall die 
. Ko coDimon death. Stem fate nnrrapg you all. 
And e'er this great avenger can arrive. 
He o'er your blood fliall pafs to flrike at me. 
Bear her to prifon. 

iiar. Yes, I come my father! . 

But how the dreadful fpcdacle behold [ 
Blind ! Blind ! — In thee alas ! is virtue woimdedj 
The glory of mortality laid low. 
Pernicious monftcrl Ohi my darling Junius! 
Lend me a portion of thy fortitude, 
Intrepid Phorbas! [Jhouls, &c.) Tremble thou 

barbarian I 
Near, and more near tby difgial knell i* ning. 
He levels at thy head the fluniig bolt. 
We iaH but to acoelcrate chy doom. 

{Macit guarded.) 
Har. 
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Him too the arrow or the fword may pierce; 
He too is mortal. [Afide.) Ye, whofe hearts arc 

true. 
Whom loyalty infpires, the love of juftice. 
And hate of treafon, foUow me your leader ! 
This for Juftinian — [draws his fword.) Halle we 

to the gate ! 
Within thefe walls, fccure we may annoy, 
-Or fingle out with milTiIe arms the foe. 
Your pay is'doubled. He who Phorbas kills 
A thoufand pieces of the pureft gold 
Is his reward. — Now onward to your pods I 
AikI let your warlike lliouts refound Juftinian. 

(Exeunt.) 



SCENE I. An Apartment in the Palace. 

JusTiNiAti, Theodora. 

Theo. We are not yet fo loft ; our guards are firm. 
Fly, didft thou fay ! O word of abje£t ftiame ! 
Do I forget my ftation ? Do I yield 
To womanly defpair ? Is my cheek pale ? 
Feel I the cold and fliivering fit upon me i 
Let multiplyuig perils thicken round, 

Th» 
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Tho Phorbas lives, and thus avows his treafbn, 
Tho Caius and Eumenes march befide him, 
Ytt—f Enter a Meflenger^ (Jhouts) what portend 
thofc Ihouts f 

M^, They are advanced 

Near to the gate, which they prepare to ftorm. 
On either fide the mingled (houts arife. 
Soon will begin the defperate (hock ; I fear 
Left Phorbas— 

Theo. Hah ! is every breaft appall'd? 

Nothing but terror, and the dreaded name ■ 
Of Phorbas ! — What tho he commands without j 
Have we not Narbal ! Claudius ? have we not 
Within, the valiant Decius ? Add to thefe 
The imperial name, an army in itfelf .' 
And right, and juftice? Add our walls, thefe 

towers. 
To force impregnable? Go, bear from hence - 
Courageous looks, warm hopes, by confidence 
And fortitude of mind infpired ; from me 
Take thou the gift, impart it to thy fellows. 
A ihort refiftance will difperfe this wild 
Unthinking croud, or they will foon rebel 
Againft their leader. Let me not behold 
Thy face again, unlefs with tidings fraught 
Of our fuccefs, and their difgraceful flight. 

[Exit Meflenger, 

Jujl. Oh! how will ralh-form'd judgment hurry on. 
And iofe itfelf in error! prompt to raife 

The 
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The worft ef evils, Wind when they approach! 
Such M th)r (bte. While I purfuing {till 
The advice of others, diffident myfeif, 
Am loll beneath thy guidance ; in the mora 
Lord of the bed part of this ample globe. 
And what to night t 

Theo. Hafte! fend fubmiH^ve ternu t 

Cnmch to dwfe Raves, who long to fpitl my blood. 
Then yield me up, and be content to reign 
A mock and pageant emperor. — I will mount 
This inflant on the loftiefl tower, from thence 
Should I behold the daring hand of treafon 
Urged by fuccefs, roll the fierce tumult on, 
And penetrate thefe inner walls; think not 
I will furvivc; the honours of my life 
Shall ne'er be wreiled from me but by death. 

{Exit. 

J^' Xempefluous woman! Ever violent! 

Is there an afl throughout my lengthened reign 
Which I have wiflied undone, from thee it fprang. 
Too late I rue my eafinefs of, foul. 
How oft hath fear alfaU'd my nighty pillow, 
How oft hath danger crofs'd my path by day 
Of thy procuring! — Might this ftorm pafs by, 
Thy power is o'er. — This folemn vow to heaven r 
If not ! 'twere vain to flrive — I too can die 
"Rcfign'd to the awful mandate. XExU. 



SCENE 
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SCENE n. Befort the Prifon. 

(Confujtdnoifi ofajkirmijh ai/om diftance.) 

Narbal, Decius. 

Nar, They niih like gaunt and hungry wolves upon us, 
Willie our's refift like deer. — All hope is fled. 
Behind, diftnay, and the keen fword of Phorbas, 
Before us, horrid darknefs, fierce remorfe, 
And death. — O pangs infuferable ! fallen, 
Sunk from the lofty fphere in which I faild. 
And eaglc-Iike gazed oo the midday fun ! 
Brought level with the duft. 

Dec'. , . Hence with complaints, 

Abfurd and weak ! — Or Ihall we hide ourfelvcs ? 
Creep into fome vile nook ^^and perilh there ? 
No ; let us meafure back our fteps with fpeed. 
Meet, the, viftoiious foe, rejoin the fight. 
And dearly fell our lives. 

^ar. H(dd — thro the clouds 

A ray breaks forth. — Go thou and lend thine aid 
To Claudius, who maintains the unequal conteft^ 
The fliatter'd remnant of our troops to bring 
To the innercourt, — Meanwhilethisprifon guards 
Our only chance of Cifety. Bclifarius 

S s StiU 
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Still lives, tho blind ; his family are our's. 
Them, thro the fubtcrraneous avenue, 
To the fame place will I convey. There urge 
Thy fwift retreat, and leave the reft to me. 

Dec. I go with fpeed. [^Exit Oecius. 

Nar. Too eagerly my foul 

The diflates of refentment hath purfued. 
I Ihould have fpared his eyes — that deed may clofie 
The mind of Phorbas, bar up each accefs. 
And render him inexorable. — No — 
To fave their lives he cannot but relent. 
And to preferve my own, tho fliorn of honours. 
Is worth each ftrenuous every defperate effort; 
Yet they t oo may be mine. — But (hould I plan 
A fruidefs cnterprize, and bafiled fall, 
Not mean and unadorn'd fhall be my death. 
The blood of glorious viflims floating round. 
(Enters the Pri/on aitkjome of the Guards. J 



SCENE III. BefortiKePrifen. 

{Jhouts &c.) 
Phorbas, Eumenes, Nicanor, &?c. 

fhor. My brave allbciatcs hail! undoubted vrreaths 
Are our's. — The riven gates, the flying guards 
Prftci^m us conijueiois. — Now haftc my friends ! 
Within yoa dreaiy walls youc genual lies. 

Groaning 
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Groaning beneath the weight of Ihamcful chains ; 

Quick buril the door. 
Eum. (advancingj 'Tis open. 

Pkor. Let us enter! (Jiene draws) 

Eum. Darknefs! and folitude ! 
Pkor, We fcek in vain. 

Diftradion !~at the time of thy efcape, 

Was he not here .' and Antonina } my fon i 
Eum. They were. — Alas ! I (hudder at the thought. 

When I had fcaled the battlements, the gate 

Juft gain'd by thee ; this way a party fled. 

And, as I guefs'd, by Narbal hurried on. 

This is his work — perhaps — 
Pkor, Perhaps e'en now 

Theybreathetheirlaft.— Thusfruftrated! Yegods! 

Oh! interrupt not thus bur glorious courfe, 

By yoii protected ! and by you infpired ! 
Eum, I fee it all ; from yonder dark recefs 

An arched vault defcending, winds along 

To the inner court ; doubttefs by that they pafs'd, 

And bore the fuffering hero. 
PkoT, Thro the gloom 

I'll penetrate, Ihould it condud my fteps 

Down to the very centre. 
Nic, I will follow. 

Eum. 'Twere but a vain attempt. A llender guard 

Not to be forced, may brave an army there. 

And folid doors of brafs too firmly clofed, 

Obftrud the way. 

Ss 2 EnUr 
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Enter Caivs. 

Cains. Oh ! horror ! horror ! 

Phor. Say, 

What means my friend? 
CaittS. Alas ! thy father views 

Yon glorious orb no more. 
PhoT. Ye gods! notflain! 

Caiui. Not ilain, but rendered blind ; a prlfoner 

Who faw the melancholy fpeflacle. 

Affirms the fa£t. 
Pkor, Moft unexampled crime! 

And do we lingering flandr not fly to punifh 

This odious monfter? — Let the furies loofe! 

New- waken rage 1 again my friends alTume 

The front of terror ! ftorm the Inner gate ! 

Bring piles of wood! Light the cjeftru dive fire! 

Havock and defolation be our plan ! 

And if we cannot iave this firft,of men, 
,' With all I love, all that my foul holds dear, 

Let univerfalruin ftamp the day .. . 

With threefold horror! 
Hie. 1 Generous youth proceed! 

One fpirit guides us; if we fail to refcuei 

We amply will revenge thy fathers wrongs. _ 

Death or fuccefs be our's. 
Phor. Death to his foes! 

We, while indignant juftice calls us on, 

Rufti to the goal of certain viflory. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. An Aparlment in the Palace. 
Belisakius, Antonina, Makcella, JuNicrs. 

Mar. He comes, by honour, virtue, glory led. 

Triumphant in his might! — Yet once before 
He refcued me alas ! from death my father ; 
From madnefs refcued me. — O Bclifarius ! 
Thou doft not know what I havelikewifefuffcr'dj 
Wild-roving frenzy, and heart-piercing infult, 
He will — he muft — he cannot but prevail I 

£el. Idle your words ; your hopes lU-form'd and vain. 
Are we not ftill within the power of Narbal ? 
Hath he relented ? no — but do not think 
My voice (hall fanftify thefe deeds of Phorbas. 
Should he advance e'en hither with fuccefs. 
He, and his lawlefs crew, protend the fpear, 
And raife a barrier of incircling Hiields, 
Think not I'll ftain nny foul ; jufticc deceived, 
Is juftice ftill, and I will not refift it. 

Mar. Are not our wrongs! — 

BeL Hah! to revenge our wrongs! 

Is that the pretext of pernicious treafon > 
And who, when mad rebellion is on foot. 
And ruffian licence bears down all before it. 
Shall check them in their violent career ? 
Curb their dire rage t and bid them go do farther) 
Mar, 
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Mar. O Belifarius! Thou art cruel now. 

Surely thou loved me not. 
£tl. Do 1 not love thee > 

Thou art the bcft of daughters. No reproach, 

No blame Marcella, do I call on thee. 

I am not yet fo loft to what ts manly, 

But that I can forgive a woman's weakacfs, 

And think it amiable. 
Mf. Self-intereft now. 

Should fway methinks e'en Narbal to preferve us. 
Bel. So fhould it ever. But our blood he thirlls for. 

As thou haft feen. 
jint. Mofttrue — Oh fight of woe! 

Bel. Thefearms 

Mar. Perfidious, bafe, unmanly deed! 

Bel. I ftretch thefe arms in vain — No longer thus — 

No longer at a diftancc 

Ant. Omoft injured I 

O greatly, greatly wretched! 
Bel. To my hean! (Emhractag than,) 

There would I llrain you, till the vital fourcc 

Were quite cxhaufted.— Oh ! let this embrace 

Emjf^tically fpeak my warmth of love ; 

All I now feel, all I have felt foryou- 

Moft kind I moft faithful \ tenderell \ lovelieft ! 
beft! 

Ruin'd for me ! ye ever-living powers ! 
; (Sinki on his knees /uppor led hy them.) 

Give 
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Give theni> give me the fortitude we need ! 
Let us not murmur u your high difpofal 
Of mortal accidents ! — O Jove fupreme ! 
Great fource of all! bowe'er inlbrutable 
Thy univerfal laws, they muft be right. 
And in fome point of the eternal round 
Of circling years, the virtuous muft be bleft. 
Whatever be the caufe of evil here. 
Benevolence muft ultimately reign, 
And all creation hail the bounteous god. 

{Jhouti and tumult. J 

Enter NAktAL, Decius, Guards. 

Aiir. Since our moft generous offers are defplfed, 
And Phorbas deigns no anfwer to beitow 
Sut hollile threats, and fire and fwoid i away ! 
Bear alt but Belifarius to the walls ! 
There placed confpicious, Ihould he Hill perfift. 
And urge on fury to it's worft extremes. 
Let the fteel fmitc ! — Him, as oui laft refource 
Myfelf will guard. 

Ant. Ye fliall not, fliall not part us ! 

Mar. Murtherers and flaves .' Begonej 

Jun. Oh! faveme! Ikve me! 

Mar. (drawing a dagger, and breakingfrom iho/e Tuh» 
hold her.J 
This to thy heart! — and let a woman's hand — 
Nar. 
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Nar. (oircfting the daggcT/Tom her.) 

Defperate and frantic 1 Hah! thy flroke hath 

faU'd— 
Secure her — Bear them lience. — 
Mar. Heaven will not fail, 

Hovre'cr this trembling arm — Oh torture! — 
AnU Keen, 

And exquifite diftiefs! (^hey areforced off) 

. \Exeunt with Decius and Guards. 

BA. \ O bitternefs 

Of anguilh, inexpreflibly fevere! — 

Hold!— Hold!— (ink not beneath the dreadful 
conflia.— 

Return! return! thy wonted feat aflume 

Firm, patient refolution ! — When the foul 

Of villainy, can ftniggling bear the load 

Which guilt accumulates ; affli£tion's force 

Integrity unfliaken fhould fuilain. 
Nar. Still foaring! thy ftifF pride unbroken ftJll! 
Bd, Nature which form'd the reptile, form'd the bird 

Of ftrongeft wing, 
Nar. ■ Thro that affefled fcorn 

Yet Ihall I pierce and (ling thee to the heart. 

Blind ! and infenfate ! couldft thou not haveguefs'd 
•- - The chains for Narbal forged, might fit thee vrell ? 

When to Jufitinian thy officious tongue 

Con- 
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Condemn'd my aftions, couldft thou not have 

giiefs'd 
That Narbal might revenge too? 
Bif. Heaven ordains 

An antidote for every human ill. 
I thank it's power, and am again myfelf. 
A'ur. To try that heart — [Enter a M^engtr) what are 

thy tidings \ fay ? 
M^. Scarce from the wall had Decius bending down 
Thy terms delivered, when an arrow flew 
And pierced his brain.— The guards, within ex- 
claimed 
Tumultuous at thy orders, and required 
To bear the family of Belifarius 
From great Juftinian's felf to learn their doom ; 
A party for that purpofe is detached. 
WholikcwifChat his own requeft, fupport 
The fteps of Claudius thither, wounded fore 
In the late hard retreat, with lofs of blood 
Fainting, and as it feems, not far from death. 
The reft defend the gate. 

[noife of/alling rUins, &c.) 
. Oh horror ! 

{going to thejide oflkejlage,) 
Lo! 
The flame afcends! the maffy beams give way ! 
Wide is the ruin fcattered all around ! 
They drop their arms — they fly — who niflies in 
T t Thro 
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Thro the thick fmoke impetuous? — It is he— 
Phorbas himfelf— they follow — on he moves 
Dirc£t with rapid fury — he is here ! 
Nar. Draw all your fwords! fiifpend them o'er his head— 
And when you fee me ftrike, make fjire your work. 
And emulate ihe blow. 
(Hejands by the fide ofBdifarius with his /word 
drawn ; the guards behind with their's ready.) 

Enter Phorbas, Eumenes, Nicanor, &c. 

Pkor. Here is our dcftined mark, and this the place 
To hunt 3 bloody tyger to the death. — 
Hah ! what do I behold ! my feet are nail'd 
To the mute earth, and terror fliakes my frame. 

Nar. If thou, or one of that rebellious croud 
Advance a ftep, he dies. 

Phor. Quick, bid them halt. 

Nic. Halt! 

Nar. We tranfmitted lately generous terms. 

Tliey (till are thine. — ^We give the lives of all.— 
Your honours, wealth, and liberty reftore— 
If thou the palace quit, difband thy troops, 
Confufion foothe, and quell licentious outrage. 

phor. Can 'ft thou again! his vifual lamp relume f 
Accurfed barbarian ! — But Ihould we retire 
Where is the furely } 

Nar. On my word rely. 

Phor. Thy word ! — 

Afar. 
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J^ar. Nay then, at once ! {raifes his /word.) 

pkor. Oh ! hoid I charge thee ! 

Saidfl thou thy word? — 

Aar. If thou demur a moment, 

The (Iroke is given. 

Bet, Yc gods ! I can no longer 

Command my filence. — Thou degenerate boy! 
Who taught thy ralh right hand to violate 
This hallowed place? thus carelefsly to fport 
With royal blood? and haply o'er the world 
Spread defolation, rapine, favage {(rife. 
And jarring anarchy ? 

Pkor. Oh ! fpare thy fon ! 

Think what I feel! oh! fpare thefe taunts my 
father! 

Sel. Why wouldft thou e'er deferve them ? — ftiall an 

However great, done to a private man, 
Caufe him to rife in arms? to wield on high 
The death-denouncing fword? and threaten ruiii 
To the untvcrfal ftate ? — Juftintan ! heaven 
Preferve his facred Hfe! — ye pafs not here. 
But o'er this mangled frame. — Couldft thou pretend 
To guide each furious arm? and when upraifed, 
Direfl it where to ftrike ? — young Cxfar dead, 
And no fucceflbr named, couldfl thou controiit . 
Ambition's fons? eager to claim the throne ? 
And tear their country's vitals r to dcftroy 

Tt 2 The 
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The goodly ftmdture of thcfe hands ? the realm 
Which our joint labours had compofed to peace ? 
Why Ihould our aiSive fwords be charm 'd alleep 
With incantations ? Can we fave his life 
By our retreat ? No ; let us therefore rufli 
Upon the murtherers who engird him round ! 
Oh \ that my words could, like a pointed dart 
Transfix that traitor ! — Hah ! and was it he i 
The brave Nicanor i now, in civil broils 
Wafting the glory earn'd in many a field 
Where honour waved her enfigiu ? — But declare. 
Speak all, your purpofe l^Orhavc you been feized 
With epidemic madnefs ? — Say my friends, 
What is my life, or death ! — -What juft complaint 
Stirs you againft your prince ? — I heed perchance 
As little as yourfelves the imperial title. 
Or farce of royalty. — If e'er JulHnian 
Had play'd (he tyrant wantonly, if orphans 
Were plenty in our llreets, and wailing widows. 
If the whole realm harraft beneath his fway 
Groan'd for redrefs, then 'twere a glorious caufe 
To bend againft him the ftrong bow of vengeance. 
Nor thefe old arms had fail'd to ftrain their nerves. 
Till the points met together. 

Ye have beard 
The voice oracular of truth and virtue. 
Obey it's diftates ; lay your weapons dovra ; , 

An4 
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And trufl: my interceffion to obtain 
A general pardon. 
■ Phor. Much would I perform 

To fave that valued life. 
BeL Why every thought 

Bent on an individual's happinefs I 
Confult the public welfare. — But not here 
Lay down your arms; defpife with me this wretch. 
And his commands ; laugh his vain threats to 

(corn ; 
His promifes, his very oatha Aifpcd, 
For fallhood hath poJIefs'd his tMal frame. 
And mingled with his eiTencc.-— Few my days 
Of ^bing life, Ihoiild nature take it's courfe : 
By what his cruel hand hath raviHi'd from me, 
Still lower in their price, of no eftccm, 
Ufelefs to others, ufelefs to myfelf. — 
Leave therefore him to me, and me to him. 
The fword will fall on unfubdantial air. 
The fliadow of a man. — No ; feek Juflimaa! 
To him with low fubmidionbcnd j intreat 
Of him forgivenefs ; from his fovercign will 
Expet^ your future fate. 
ifar. Nay then revenge. 

And hopelefs rage no longer {ball poDpoiM 
Their dcflined talk — {going tojirike.) 
Phor. Ufe the fwift lightning's fpeed ! 

And on his head at lead — 

Enter 
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£nler Justinian end Guards. 

■ i^arbal^or/j and drops hisJiuoTd.) 

Jufi. Seize that detcftcd traitor ! bear him hence 

To punilhmeDt ! htm and the treacheraus Have, 

His fit companion! \Exmnt Guards with Narbal. 

Hah ! do I behold 

t ' That venerable face defpoiled and blind ! 
Vindi<3ive malice ! groveling cruelty ! 
And ouifl; thou pardon ! oh ! I fondly thought 
At lead in fome d^ec to lecompence 
Thy unexampled wronigs— but what can pay 
1 This lofa fuftained ! — Marcella * Antonina ! 

Enltr Antonina, Marcella, Junius. 

Ant, And art thou given to our defires agam ? 
Mar. Do I then clafp my hu(band in my arms ? 

■Thy boy my Phorbas. 
PhoT. Blellings on his head ! 

Ant. My fon \ 
Mar. My father! 

Bel. O my age's light ! (embracing Junius J 

Young, lovely fun-bean) ! I could bear adverfity. 

This overwhelms me. — But my fovereign ! hah ! 
, I hear his grief, the emotions of his foul. 
yuft. And needed I this fight to afflidl my bofom 

Frefh bleeding with another recent wound ! 

Thou 
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Thou know'ft not Theodora's fate; alas! '" 
When Phorbas had each obfbcle o'crcome. 
And hope appeared extinS, from the high tower 
Where (he was placed, in fudden frenzy, down 
She threw herfelf. — Ill-deAiaed, haplefs woman ! 
Thou wert too nigh ourheart. — Yet heaven is juft. 
Mifguidedby her zeal flic thought thee falfe, 
And lived not to be undeceived with me., 
For the perfidious Claudius is no more, 
Who in my prefence all the plot difclofed, 
Anddied> with keen remoi:fe, imploring mercy.! 

Bel. Am I then free from each imputed crime? 
In thy opinion free ? [ have lofl nothing. 
Mine is all gain- To this an empire's wealth 
is cheap, is fordid. Dofl thou know me guiltlefs? 

yufl- I do, with joy I do, — No power on earth 

Shall e'er with darknefs cloud my mind again. 
I heard thee as I entered, prime of men ! 
Heard ihee with admiration. — Son 1 and friends 
Of this illuftrious hero ! 1 approve 
AH you have done ; yes, my warm heart approves 

■ Phorbas, thy fecond felf fliall reap our bounties 
Unmeafured as his worth. — ^Whilethey who (hook 
The fceptre in my hand, ftiall from henceforth 
Encompafs me, my firm protecting bulwarks. — , 
Friend .' guardian ! reindator of my throne ! 
Above all empire ! Let me call afide 
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Vain pomp, and mix myfelf with native greatnefs, 
And ftrain thee to my heart, (embracesBeli/aTius.) 

Now all indulge 
Your feelings unttftrained ! Your mutud joy 
Indulge ! whib I, a iharer in your Uifs, 
Tafe tnieft happinefs ; with new-bof ft fmilcs 
Bedeck tbe face of innocence; reward 
Fidelity and courage; and repair, 
Far as my power extends, thofe injuries 
Which from my rath credulity have fprung. 
Btl. Worthieft frf'{>rinc«s! — O my fon! be't thine 
With zealous fpirit to ferve faithfully 
This generous mafter. Ever to his ear 
Prompt to receive, convey the tate (A truth. 
Ne'er may fuch goodnefs be abufcd by falfhood .' 
Nor fmooth-t(Migued fycophants approach his 

prefcnce! 
Tb€«wy and rou^ is the nice path of empire ; 
-AAd^wlw canwaik therein with foot unwoundcd i 
Truly to fearch the hypocrite, and view 
, ^The villain's nqked foul, iS'heaven's alone. 
Man can but do his beft, a£t from appearance. 
And redify tbe ertior which is known. 
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THERE are, who when the Tragic Tccnc it pal), 
RequiFe a ferioui Epilogue at laft. 
" Why raife ihe (iah, and caufc the tear to Sow? 
*' Then, llrive to banifli every (laec of woe P 
" Why clev4ie wilh moral traih the hreaft? 
" Then, lower it To (bon, towhim andjcflP 
" Thus leafe ii inJDTed, feeling i$ difgraced, 
" The Tragi^comic mixtufe wan with laflc. 
" IF Albion thefe iDCOngruom lliaini fuppliet, 
" TIk voice of {abion, genius fliould defpife. 
'* Prcferve it'i fonner dignity of flile, 
" Not clofe the talc of anguilh, vitb a finile." 

Thefe arguments arc pUufible indeed; 
But fay, will Rcafon fanElify the creed P 

Firfl prove the flasc, the fcene, the aflort, real. 
The (lory true, the fuffcringa not ideal, 
IF nofj, to cbcrilh fancied gciet he right. 
Why two hoon hence difcard it? Why to night? 
Why not indulge the luxury of forrow 
To morrow ? And to morrow ? And to morrow ? 
The paOioDi wactii'd, and the foft tribute paid — 
Nature and tafle have dulv hce'n obey'd. 
The illulion ha-.h prevaiVd, the time ii o'er, 
And truth (hould reign, where fancy teign'd before, 

Eutnigh of grief in leal life we find ; 
Enough to prove our Fympathj' of mind. 
But with the talc of art, aifmifs the figfa, 
And with the fi^ion, cafl the forrow by. 
When gathering cloudi the lace oF heaven deFonn, 
And the windi rave — how awful ii the Qonnl 
Bat who repinei, if Phtcbu] darts his ray P 
Who thinki the miflj too quickly roU'd away ? 

Yet would we not obtrude oojnelancholv 
BuffaoQcry*! mafk, or the broad grin oF Folly ; 
For fiin and jokei in the low kennel feck, 
' Oi raifc a tnafient blulh on viitue'i chcc^i 
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A decent chesFfulnefs, fome (liokei of wit 
We hold that judgment Ibould not deem unfit. 
Not laughter's clamoroui uproar we commend, 
Bui would with talhion, rcafon likewiCe blend. 

I'hui pro and con the arguments we've giveo ; 
You mull decide; we keep the balance even. 
Here livelinefi — here forrow — this a Gah, 
And that a fmile of your's can lift on high. 
1[ [lembles — it d^lcendi — 'tis your decree j 
So farewell grief— and welcome gaj'cty. 
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